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ITINERARY 


when Joseph Duveen, the most spectacular art dealer of all time, 
travelled from one to another of his three galleries, in Paris, New 
York, and London, his business, including a certain amount of his 
stock-in-trade, travelled with him. His business was highly per¬ 
sonal, and during his absence his establishments dozed. They 
jumped to attention only upon the kinetic arrival of the Master. 
Early in life, Duveen - who became Lord Duveen of Millbank be¬ 
fore he died in 1939, at the age of sixty-nine-noticed that Europe 
had plenty of art and America had plenty of money, and his entire 
astonishing career was the product of that simple observation. Be¬ 
ginning in 1886, when he was seventeen, he was perpetually 
journeying between Europe, where he stocked up, and America, 
where he sold. In later years, his annual itinerary was relatively 
fixed: At the end of May, he would leave New York for London, 
where he spent J une and July; then he would go to Paris for a week 
or two; from there he would go to Vittel, a health resort in the 
Vosges Mountains, where he took a three-week cure; from Vittel 
he would return to Paris for another fortnight; after that, he 
would go back to London; some time in September, he would set 
sail for New York, where he stayed through the winter and early 
spring. 

Occasionally, Duveen departed from his routine to help out a 
valuable customer. If, say, he was in Paris and Andrew Mellon or 
Jules Bache was coming there, he would considerately remain a bit 
longer than usual, to assist Mellon or Bache with his education in 
art. Although, according to some authorities, especially those in 
his native England, Duveen’s knowledge of art was conspicuously 
exceeded by his enthusiasm for it, he was regarded by most of his 
wealthy American clients as little less than omniscient. ‘To the 
Caliph I may be dirt, but to dirt I am the Caliph 1 ’ says Hajj the 
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beggar in Edward Knoblock’s Kismet. Hajj’s estimate of his social 
position approximated Duveen’s standing as a scholar. To his 
major pupils, Duvecn extended extra-curricular courtesies. He 
permitted Bache to store supplies of his favourite cigars in the 
vaults of the Duvecn establishments in London and Paris. One 
day, as Bachc was leaving his hotel in Paris for his boat train, he 
realized that he didn’t have enough cigars to last him for the At¬ 
lantic crossing. He made a quick detour to Duveen’s to replenish. 
Duveen was not in Paris, and Bache was greeted by Bertram Bog- 
gis, then Duveen’s chief assistant and to-day one of the heads of 
the firm of Duvecn Brothers. While Bache was waiting for the 
cigars to appear, Boggis showed him a Van Dyck and told him 
Duveen had earmarked it for him. Bachc was so entranced with 
the picture that he bought it on the spot and almost forgot about 
the cigars; he finally went olf to the train with both. There was 
no charge for storing the cigars, but the Van Dyck cost him two 
hundred and seventy-five thousand dollai's. 

Probably never before had a merchant brought to such ex¬ 
quisite perfection the large-minded art of casting bread upon the 
waters. There was almost nothing Duvecn wouldn’t do for his im¬ 
portant clients. Immensely rich Americans, shy and suspicious of 
casual contacts because of their wealth, often didn’t know where 
to go or what to do with themselves when they were abroad. 
Duveen provided entree to the great country homes of the nobil¬ 
ity ; the coincidence that their noble owners often had ancestral 
portraits to sell did not deter Duveen, He also wangled hotel 
accommodations and passages on sold-out ships. He got his clients 
houses, or he provided architects to build them houses, and then 
saw to it that the architects planned the interiors with wall space 
that demanded plenty of pictures. He even selected brides or 
bridegrooms for some of his clients, and presided over the wed¬ 
dings with avuncular benevolence. These selections had to meet 
the same refined standard that governed his choice of houses for 
his clients - a potential receptivity to expensive art. 

On immediate issues, Duveen was not a patient man. With 
choleric imperialism, he felt that the world must stop while he 
got what he wanted. He had a convulsive drive, a boundless and 
explosive fervour, especially for a picture he had just bought, and 
a reckless contempt for works of art handled by rival dealers. On 
one occasion, an extremely respectable High Church duke was 



ITINERARY 3 

considering a religious painting by an Old Master that Thomas 
Agncw & Sons, the distinguished English art firm, had offered him. 
He asked Duvoen to look at it. ‘Very nice, my dear fellow, very 
nice,’ said Duveen. ‘But 1 suppose you arc aware that those 
cherubs are homosexual.’ The painting went back to Agnew’s. 
When, presently, through the tortuous channels of picture-dealing 
it came into Duveon’s possession, the cherubs, by some miracu¬ 
lous Duveen therapy, were restored to sexual normality. Simi¬ 
larly, in New York, a millionaire collector who was so undisci¬ 
plined that he was thinking of buying a sixteenth-century Italian 
painting from another dealer asked Duveen to his mansion on 
l-'ifth Avenue to look at it. The prospective buyer watched Du- 
veen’s face closely and saw his nostrils quiver. ‘I sniff fresh paint,’ 
said Duveen sorrowfully. His remarks about other people’s pic¬ 
tures sometimes resulted in lawsuits that lasted for years, cost him 
hundreds of thousands of dollars, and brought to the courts of 
London, New York, or Paris international convocations of experts 
to thrash tilings out. 

It was one of the crosses Duveen had to bear that the tempera¬ 
ments of the men he dealt with in the United States were the direct 
opposite of his own. The great American millionaires of the 
Duveen Era were slow-speaking and slow-thinking, cautious, 
secretive - in Duveen’s eyes, maddeningly deliberate. Those 
other emperors, the emperors of oil and steel, of department 
stores and railroads and newspapers, of stocks and bonds, of utili¬ 
ties and banking houses, had trained themselves to talk slowly, 
pausing lengthily before each word and especially before each 
verb, in order to keep themselves from sliding over Into the abyss 
of commitment. For a man like Duveen, who was congenitally 
unable to keep quiet, the necessity of dealing constantly with 
cryptic men like the elder J. P. Morgan and Henry Clay Frick and 
Mellon was ulcerating. He would read a letter from one of his im¬ 
portant clients twenty times, pondering each evasively phrased 
sentence. ‘What docs lie mean by that?’ he would ask his secre¬ 
tary. ‘Is he interested in the picture or isn’t he?’ 

For a great many years, Duveen’s secretary was an Englishman 
named H. W. Morgan. Some have said that Duveen hired him 
simply because his name was Morgan. It has even been suggested 
that Duveen made his secretary adopt the name, so that he could 
feel he was sending for Morgan instead of Morgan’s sending for 
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him. In any case, one of H. W. Morgan’s duties was now and then 
to impersonate Mellon, The clay before a scheduled interview 
with any of his important clients, Duveen would go to bed to map 
out the strategic possibilities. But before such an interview with 
Mellon, Duvccn would, in addition to going to bed, rehearse with 
Morgan. Mellon was particularly hard to deal with, because he 
was supremely inscrutable. ‘Now, Morgan, you arc Mellon,’ 
Duveen would say. ‘Now you go out and come in,’ Morgan 
would come in as Mellon, and Duveen would start peppering him 
with questions; Morgan would try to put himself into Mellon’s in¬ 
scrutable state of mind and answer without saying anything. The 
fact that Mellon’s Pittsburgh speech was now strongly doused in 
Cockney did not impair the illusion for Duvccn. 

Duveen sometimes came home from a talk with Mellon so upset 
by Mellon’s doubts that he had to go back to bed, this time to 
ponder the veiled issues. There were never any doubts in bis own 
mind. Each picture he had to sell, each tapestry, each piece of 
sculpture was the greatest since the last one and until the next one. 
How could these men dawdle, thwart their itch to own these mag¬ 
nificent works, because of a mere matter of price? They could re¬ 
place tire money many times over, but they were acquiring the 
irreplaceable when they bought, simply by paying Duveen’s price 
for it, a Duveen. (When a Titian or a Raphael or a Donatello passed 
from Duveen into the hands of Joseph E. Widener or Benjamin 
Altman or Samuel H. Kress, it became a Widener or an Altman or 
a Kress, but until then it was a Duveen.) Still, Duveen learned to 
bear this cross, and even to manipulate it a bit. While coping with 
their doubts, he solidified his own convictions, and then charged 
them extra for the time and trouble he had taken doing it. Making 
his clients conscious that whereas he had unique access to great art, 
his outlets for it were multiple, he watched their doubts about the 
prices of the art evolving into more acute doubts about whether 
he would let them buy it. 

Whenever Duveen was in Paris or Vittel, he received daily 
reports from his galleries in New York and London - priicis of the 
Callers’ Books, telling what customers or nibblers had come in, 
what pictures they had looked at and for how long, what they had 
said, and so on. From other sources he got reports on any major 
collections being offered for sale, and photographs of their treas¬ 
ures. There were also reports from his ‘runners’, the francs - 
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tlreusr he deployed all over Europe to hunt out noblemen on the 
verge of settling lor solvency ancl a hit ofloose change at the sacri¬ 
fice of some of their family portraits. These reports might include 
the gossip of servants who had overheard the master saying to an 
important art dealer, as they savoured the bouquet of an after- 
dinner brandy, that he might - in certain circumstances, he just 
might - consider parting with the lovely titled Gainsborough lady 
smiling graciously down at them from over a mantel. Once Du- 
veen had such a clue, he hastened to telescope the circumstances 
in which the Gainsborough owner just might. Often the dealer 
who had enjoyed die brandy did not find himself in a position to 
enjoy the emolument that went with handling die Gainsborough. 
In negotiating with the heads of noble families, Duveen usually 
won hands down over other dealers; the brashness and impetu¬ 
osity of his attack simply bowled the dukes and barons over. He 
didn’t waste his time and theirs on art patter (he reserved diat for 
his American clients); he talked prices, and big prices. He would 
say, ‘Greatest thing I ever saw! Will pay the biggest price you 
ever saw!’ To this technique the dukes and barons responded 
warmly. They were familiar with it from their extensive experi¬ 
ence in buying and selling horses. 

In Paris, Duveen often got frantic letters from his comptroller 
in New York imploring him to stop buying. Duveen, who was 
never as elated by a sale as he was by a purchase, usually laid out 
over a million dollars on his annual trip abroad, and occasionally 
three or four times that sum. These immoderate disbursals of 
money paralleled the self-indulgence of Morgan. Frederick Lewis 
Allen, in his biography of Morgan, writes, ‘As for his purchases of 
art, they were made on such a scale that an annual worry at 23 
Wall Street at the year end, when the books of the firm were 
balanced, was whether Morgan’s personal balance in New York 
would be large enough to meet the debit balances accumulated 
through the year as a result of his habit of paying for works of art 
with cheques drawn on the London or the Paris firm.’ Each man, 
his bookkeeper thought, spent too much on art. 

Duveen’s finances were a puzzle to his friends, his clients, his 
associates, and other art dealers. In July, 1930, when art dealers 
all over the world were gasping for money, he stupefied them by 
paying four and a half million dollars for the Gustave Dreyfus Col¬ 
lection. Bache, who was a close friend as well as a client, once 
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said, ‘I think I understand Joe pretty well - his purchases and his 
sales methods. But I confess I am cpiile in the dark about his 
financing. ’ Depression or no depression, it was Duveen’s principle 
to pay the highest conceivable prices, and he usually succeeded in 
doing so. Adherence to this principle required finesse, sometimes 
even lack of finesse. A tilled Englishwoman had a family portrait 
to sell. Duveen asked her what she wanted for it. Meekly, she 
mentioned eighteen thousand pounds. Duveen was indignant. 
‘What?’ lie cried. ‘Eighteen thousand pounds for a picture of this 
quality? Ridiculous, my dear lady! Ridiculous 1 ’ He began to ex¬ 
tol the virtues of the picture, as if he were selling it - as, indeed, 
he already was in his mind — instead of buying it. A kind of haggle 
in reverse ensued, finally, the owner asked him what he thought 
the picture was worth. Duveen, who had already decided what he 
would charge some American customer-a price he could not con¬ 
scientiously ask for a picture that had cost him a mere eighteen 
thousand pounds - shouted reproachfully at her, ‘My dear lady, 
the very least you should let that picture go for is twenty-live, 
thousand pounds! ’ Swept off her feet by his enthusiasm, the lady 
capitulated. 

Duveen had enormous respect for the prices he set on the ob¬ 
jects he bought and sold. Often his clients tried, in various ways, 
to manoeuvre him into a position where he might relax his high 
standards, but he nearly always managed to keep them Inviolate. 
There was an instance of this kind of manoeuvring in 1934, which 
concerned three busts from the Dreyfus Collection - a Verrocchio, 
a Donatello, and a Desidcrio da Settignano. Duveen offered this 
trio to John D. Rockefeller, Jr., for a million and a half dollars. 
Rockefeller felt that the price was rather high, Duveen, on the 
other hand, felt that, considering the quality of the busts, he was 
practically giving them away. He allowed Rockefeller, in writing, 
a year’s option on the busts; they were to remain for a year in the 
Rockefeller mansion as non-paying guests. During that time, 
Duveen hoped, the attraction the chary host felt for his visitors 
would ripen into an emotion that was more intense. After several 
months, die attraction did ripen into affection, but not a million 
and a half dollars’ worth, and Rockefeller wrote Duveen a letter 
with a counter-proposal. He had some tapestries for which he had 
paid a quarter of a million dollars. He proposed to send Duveen 
these tapestries, so that be could have a chance to become fond of 
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them, and to buy the busts for a million dollars, throwing the 
tapestries in as lagniappe. As the depression was still on and most 
people were feeling the effects of it, Rockefeller thought, he said, 
that Duvecn might welcome the million in cash. This letter threw 
Duveen into a flurry. It bothered him more than most letters he 
got from clients. His legal adviser told him that the counter-offer, 
unless immediately repudiated, might result in a cancellation of 
the option. Duvecn sat down and wrote a letter himself. As for 
the tapestries, he told Rockefeller, he had some tapestries and 
didn’t want any more. Moreover, he stated, he was not in the 
stock market, and therefore not in the least affected by the de¬ 
pression. He let fall a few phrases of sympathy for those who 
were; by his air of surprised incredulity at the existence of people 
who felt the depression, Duveen managed to convey the suggestion 
that if Rockefeller was in temporary financial difficulty, he, 
Duveen, was ready to come to his assistance. He appreciated 
Rockefeller’s offer of a million dollars in cash, but he implied that, 
just as he already had some tapestries, he also already had a million 
dollars. Having dispatched the letter, Duveen, with his custom¬ 
ary optimism, prophesied to his associates that Rockefeller would 
eventually buy the busts at his price. At Christmastime, with a 
week or so of the option still to go, Rockefeller told Duveen that 
his final decision was not to buy the busts, and asked Duveen to 
take them back. Again, Duveen was prepared to be generous, this 
time about the security of Rockefeller’s dwelling. ‘Never mind,' 
he said. ‘Keep them in your house. They’re as safe there as they 
would be in mine. ’ In all love affairs, there comes a moment when 
desire demands possession. For Rockefeller, this occurred on the 
day before the option expired. On the thirty-first of December, 
at the eleventh hour, he informed Duveen that he was buying the 
busts at a million and a half. 

On his visits to Paris, Duvecn often gazed admiringly at the 
building occupied by the Ministry of Marine, a beautiful produc¬ 
tion of the illustrious Jacques-Ange Gabriel, court architect to 
Louis XV. Tire noble fa9ade executed by Gabriel stretches its 
lovely length to front an entire block along the Place de la Con¬ 
corde. The Ministry consists of a tremendous central edifice, 
flanked by j»reat wings. One day, in his lively imagination, Duveen 
snipped off and reduced in size one of Gabriel’s wings and saw it 
transferred to New York. With his immense energy and drive, he 
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set about materializing this snip at once. In 19 it, he engaged a 
Philadelphia architect, Horace Trumbauer, and a Paris architect, 
R£n6 Sergent, to put up a five-story, thirty-room reproduction of 
Gabriel’s wing at the corner of Fifth Avenue and Fifty-sixth Street, 
to serve as his gallery. Even the stone was French - imported from 
quarries near St. Quentin and Chassignellcs. The total cost was a 
million dollars, but this was not too much for an establishment 
that was to house the Duveen treasures. The eight or ten big 
clients who would enter the building - the handful of men with 
whom Duveen did the major part of his business - to look at the 
garnered possessions of kings and emperors and high ecclesiastics 
were rulers, too, and must be provided with an environment that 
would tend to make them conscious of their right to inherit these 
possessions. 

In Paris, Duveen always stayed at the Ritz. A permanent guest 
at this hotel, with whom Duveen had many encounters over the 
years, was Calouste S. Gulbenkian, the Armenian oil Croesus. 
Gulbenkian, who controls now, as he controlled then, a good deal 
of the oil in Iraq, is often said to be the richest man in Europe, and 
possibly in the world, and possesses one of the world’s most valu¬ 
able art collections. Of all his achievements, perhaps the most 
chic is that he several times outmanoeuvred Duveen. One day, 
happening upon Duveen in one of the Ritz lifts, Gulbenkian told 
him that he knew of three fine English pictures for sale - a Rey¬ 
nolds, a Lawrence, and a Gainsborough. The owner wanted to sell 
them in a lot. Gulbenkian proposed that Duveen buy them and 
give him, as a reward for his tip, an option on any one of the three, 
with this proviso: Duveen was to put his own prices on them 
before Gulbenkian made his choice known, but the total price was 
not to exceed what Duveen had paid. Duveen bought the pictures 
and went about setting the individual prices. As he wanted from 
Gulbenkian a sum that would become the richest man in Europe, 
he pondered deeply before deciding which picture he thought Gul¬ 
benkian would choose. The finest, although the least dazzling, of 
the three was Gainsborough’s ‘Portrait of Mrs, Lowndes-Stone’. 
The showiest was the Lawrence. Duveen concluded that the Law¬ 
rence would have the greatest appeal to his client’s Oriental taste. 
He put a Duveen price on the Lawrence, and therefore had to set 
reasonable figures for the two others. He overlooked the fact that 
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Gulbcnkian is a canny student of art as well as an Oriental. Gul- 
benkian took the Gainsborough. It was one of the few times any¬ 
one acquired a Duveen without paying a Duvcen price for it. 

Altogether, Duveen wasn’t fortunate in his dealings with Gul¬ 
bcnkian. He tried hard, but he didn’t meet with the success that 
favoured him in his dealings with his American clients. Not only 
that, an effort Duveen made in 1911 to get a couple of Rem¬ 
brandts for Gulbcnkian led to an acrid lawsuit in which he found 
himself in the embarrassing position of having to testify against one 
of liis best American clients, Joseph E. Widener, the celebrated 
horse and traction man. The paintings, ‘Portrait of a Gentleman 
with a Tall Hat and Gloves’ and ‘Portrait of a Lady with an Os¬ 
trich-Feather Fan’, were considered very good Rembrandts. The 
Russian Prince Felix Youssoupoff, the slayer of Rasputin, had in¬ 
herited them. He left Russia for Paris rather hurriedly after the 
Revolution, but he managed to take the pictures with him. Soon, 
finding himself in need of cash, he proposed to Widener, whom 
he went to see in London, that he lend Widener the pictures in 
return for a loan of a hundred thousand pounds. Widener replied 
that he was not in the banking business; he would buy the pictures 
for a hundred thousand pounds, but he wouldn’t lend a penny on 
them. Widener returned to New York, and after some weeks of 
negotiating by cables and letters, Youssoupoff signed a contract in 
which he agreed to sell Widener the pictures for a hundred thou¬ 
sand pounds, with the understanding that Widener would sell 
them back for the same sum, plus eight per cent annual interest, if 
on or before January 1, 1924 (and here Youssoupoff was express¬ 
ing a nostalgia for the future), a restoration of the old regime in 
Russia made it possible for Youssoupoff again ‘to keep and per¬ 
sonally enjoy these wonderful works of art’. Just about this time, 
Gulbcnkian indicated to Duveen a hankering for Rembrandts. 
Duveen took hold of Gulbcnkian’s wistfulness and turned it into 
an avid melancholy. ‘If you’re interested in Rembrandts,’ he 
said, ‘you’ve just lost the two best in the world to Widener. He 
bought them both for a hundred thousand pounds, and each of 
them is worth that.’ Gulbenkian was indignant that a man of 
Rembrandt’s talent should sell for less than he was worth; he was 
willing to give the artist his due. News of Gulbcnkian’s suddenly 
developed sense of equity was transmitted to Youssoupoff, who 
was delighted to hear that Rembrandt was coming into his own. 
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On the strength of the two hundred thousand pounds that seemed 
about to accrue to the artist, Youssoupol'f felt he was in a position 
to ask Widener to give his pictures back. This he did. Widener 
wanted to know what revolution had taken place that would enable 
the Prince to enjoy the pictures again. Youssoupolfsaid that it was 
none of his business. Widener said that an economic revolution 
had been stipulated in the contract, and that if Youssoupofif was 
going to be so reticent, he jolly well wasn’t going to get the 
pictures. YoussoupoiFs reply to this was to bring suit against 
Widener for the return of the pictures. 

This lawsuit, which was heard in the New York Supreme Court 
in 191s, was something less than urbane. Emory R. Buckner, one 
of YoussoupoiFs lawyers, contended that the Prince had merely 
mortgaged the paintings to Widener for a hundred thousand 
pounds at eight per cent, and another of the Prince’s lawyers called 
Widener a ‘pawnbroker’. Clarence J. Shearn, a third lawyer, 
declared that Widener was a sharp trader who had taken in a 
gentleman. With extraordinary reserve, he abstained from mak¬ 
ing even harsher allegations against Widener. T could shout 
“perjury” from the housetops,’ he said. ‘I could say that Wid- 
encr is a thief, a perjurer, and a swindler. This is not necessary. 
He has drawn his own picture on the witness-stand.’ Duvccn, 
called in by the defence as a witness, gave the court a somewhat 
different picture of Widener. He testified that Widener had, in 
the past few years, bought six hundred thousand dollars’ worth of 
art from him, and he, Duveen, had told him that the Widener 
name on his books was good enough for him. ‘You can pay when 
you want,’ he had said. Youssoupoff’s lawyers, during their at¬ 
tempt to establish that Widener had taken advantage of Youssou- 
poff, countered by putting Duveen on the stand as a witness for the 
plaintiff. Duveen testified that he had once offered the Prince five 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars for the two Rembrandts and 
that the Prince had wanted a million. At the Prince’s price, Du- 
veen said, he himself could have made only ten per cent on what¬ 
ever deal he might have effected. Sometimes, though, he said, he 
did sell at a very small profit, sometimes even at a loss. ‘I sold' 
some art once to Mr. Widener for three hundred and fifty thou¬ 
sand dollars, and I sold to him losing the interest, ’ he said. ‘That 
seems to be the usual way with people who deal with Mr. Wid¬ 
ener, 1 Shearn observed. There was an objection, and he with- 
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drew the remark, but at least he had had the pleasure of making it. 
Later in Ids testimony, Dtiveen let it be known that his enthusiasm 
lor the disputed Rembrandts had diminished; there were better 
ones, he said, than the Prince’s pair. He mentioned one he him¬ 
self had sold to Widener. After all, YoussoupolT’s Rembrandts 
had never been Duveens. 

Other unconventional vignettes were drawn at the trial. The 
art dealer Arthur J. Sullcy, Widener’s London agent, who had 
delivered the hundred thousand pounds to YoussoupofT in the 
form of two cheques - one for forty-five thousand pounds and one 
for fifty-five thousand - testified that when the Prince came to his 
office to sign the contract and pick up the cheques, lie brought 
along several friends, who kept snatching at the cheques before the 
contract was signed. Sullcy had had to hold them over his head to 
keep the friends from grabbing them, he said. They told him they 
merely wanted to look at the cheques. When Widener, who had 
written YoussoupofT asking him to keep the entire transaction 
secret, was asked why he had done that, he testified, ‘I didn’t 
think it would be a good thing to have it known publicly that large 
sums of money were being spent for works of art at that time. I 
thought it might tend to foster a spirit of Bolshevism.’ This was 
one of the many occasions on which the millionaires of the era de¬ 
monstrated that they thought it expedient for their conspicuous 
consumption to be kept inconspicuous. 

Gulbenkian’s name was brought into tire suit early, Shearn 
stated that Gulbenkian, as a beau geste, had advanced money to 
YoussoupofT to buy the pictures back and that YoussoupofT, out of 
courtesy, had insisted on Gulbcnkian’s taking a lien on them. 
The defence, on the other hand, set out to prove that Gulbenkian 
wanted to get hold of the pictures for himself, not for YoussoupofT, 
that YoussoupofT was not trying to put himself in a position 'to 
keep and personally enjoy’ the pictures but simply trying to sell 
them for a higher price. The Prince tried to raise the dispute to a 
less tawdry plane. On the stand, he made it clear that he con¬ 
sidered Gulbenkian’s offer the fiscal equivalent of a new regime in 
Russia, and that he felt that Widener, in his insistence on a return 
of the Romanovs, was being technical. He went on to say that he 
came of a Russian family that had been worth half a billion dollars, 
and that, despite die Revolution, he owned a summer home in 
Geneva worth a hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars and a 
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house in Paris worth forty-five thousand dollars. There was also 
an estate in Brittany worth seven hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars; his family had given it to the French government, hut he 
was expecting to get it back any minute. Several days later, the 
Prince took the stand again and testified that he had forgotten to 
mention seventy thousand dollars’ worth of jewellery in England 
and a New York bank account amounting to $ 62 , 2 jo. One of 
Widener’s lawyers said tartly, ‘By all this haziness and loss of 
memory, do you want to appear to the Court as being very 
simple?’ ‘I do not want to appear to the Court,’ replied the 
Prince with manly modesty. T want only to he myself as I am.’ 

Widener, unnecessarily complicating matters for himself, 
mentioned the fact that Youssoupoff not only had signed the con¬ 
tract but also had sent him a cable confirming the closing of the 
deal. When Widener was asked to produce the cable, he couldn’t 
find it. ‘I concede that the cable couldn’t be found,’ Shearn said 
generously, ‘because it appears quite plain that such a cablegram 
was never sent.’ The Interstate Commerce Commission at that 
time required that the cable companies keep duplicates of cables 
for a year, but after the year was up, the companies destroyed 
them. ‘All anyone would have to do if they were impelled by a 
sinister motive,’ Shearn. continued, ‘would be to wait a year and 
then testify as to the contents of a fictitious cable, the actual send¬ 
ing of which could never be traced, especially if the plaintiff in 
such a case were to bring along a host of retainers and secretaries 
to swear as to the contents of such an unproduced cablegram as 
against the emphatic denial that such a message was sent from the 
person who is alleged to have sent it.’ Goaded by these remarks, 
Widener sent several Pinkertons to Lynncwood 1 Iall, his estate in 
Elkins Park, outside Philadelphia, where they ripped pillowcases 
open and peered into the secret compartments of antique escri¬ 
toires, but the missing cable did not tuna up. Nevertheless, Wid¬ 
ener won the case. The Court decided that his contract with 
Youssoupoff amounted to a sale, and that if Gulbcnkian were per¬ 
mitted to lend the Prince the money to buy the pictures back, 
Gulbenkian would be the man ‘to keep and personally enjoy’ 
them. A year before Widener’s death, the Rembrandts went to 
the National Gallery in Washington, where they now hang. 
Months after the suit was over, the missing cablegram fell out of 
an old studbook in the Widener living-room. 
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When Duvecn was in London, lie stayed at Claridge’s, and his 
suite there, like his accommodations at all points on his itinerary, 
was transformed into a small-scale art gallery. He had infallible 
taste in decoration - even his detractors admit that - and he 
arranged the paintings, sculptures, and objets d'art he travelled 
with so that his clients and friends could visit him in a proper set¬ 
ting, and possibly take home some of the furnishings. He was 
never without a favourite picture (invariably the last one he had 
bought), and he kept it beside him on an easel whenever he dined 
in his suite and took it along to his bedroom when he retired. At 
Claridge’s, titled ladies from all over Europe, and merely rich 
ones from America, would drop in to see him. With his long 
succession of lady clients - the first one he attracted, when he was 
fairly young, was the remarkable Arabella Huntington, the wife of, 
consecutively, Collis P. Huntington and his nephew H. E. Hunt¬ 
ington — Duvecn seems to have had the relationship Disraeli had 
with Queen Victoria; he gave them the exciting sense of being 
engaged with him in momentous creative enterprises. The ladies 
felt that he and they were fellow-epicures at die groaning banquet 
table of culture. 

One of Duveen’s closest London friends in the days between 
the two World Wars was Lord D’Abemon, the British Ambassa¬ 
dor to Germany during the early twenties. Lord D’Abemon used 
to describe Duveen as an exhilarating companion. It was his inter¬ 
esting theory that Duveen’s laugh, which was famous, was a copy 
of the infectious laugh of a well-known British architect; Duveen’s 
partiality for architects started early. Everyone agrees that his 
enthusiasm was irresistible, and that he engaged in a kind of buf¬ 
foonery diat was irresistible. Most of his friends were, like 
D’Abemon, older men, and they enjoyed his company partly be¬ 
cause he made them feel young. Duveen was even able to re¬ 
juvenate some of his pictures. Once, in the late afternoon, he was 
standing before a picture he had sold to Mellon, expatiating en¬ 
thusiastically on its wonders to the new owner. A beam from the 
setting sun suddenly reached through a window and bathed the 
picture in a lovely light. It was the kind of collaboration Duveen 
expected from all parts of the universe, animate and inanimate. 
When his dithyramb had subsided, Mellon said sadly, ‘Ah, yes. 
The pictures always look better when you ax-e here.’ 

In London, Duveen occasionally, and uncharacteristically, de- 
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voted himself to the artistic tutoring of a non-buyer who was not 
even a potential buyer. For a period, with the tenderness of a 
master for a pupil whose a:sthctic perceptions were virginal, 
Duvcen piloted Ramsay MacDonald, then an M.P., around the 
London galleries. This had the look of a disinterested favour, and 
it was one, for MacDonald came from a social stratum that did not 
indulge in picture-buying. But even Duvecn’s altruism proved to 
be profitable, MacDonald became Prime Minister in 1929, and 
shortly afterward Duvecn was appointed to the Board of the 
National Gallery, a distinction that had never before been con¬ 
ferred on an art dealer and that caused a scandal and a rumpus. 
Was it decorous for a man on the selling end of art to be on the 
buying end of a publicly supported institution? Neville Chamber- 
lain, who became Prime Minister in 1937, didn’t believe it was, 
and he revoked tire appointment. This deposition shadowed the 
last years of Duvcen’s life. Earlier, however, MacDonald and 
Duvcen had a good time sitting next to each other at board meet¬ 
ings of the National Gallery, and in 1933 the grateful pupil 
brought Duvcen the apple of the peerage. At a birthday dinner 
for MacDonald, given by Duvcen at his beautiful house in New 
York, at Ninety-first Street and Madison Avenue, a lew years 
before, the visiting Prime Minister had announced, ‘I think I 
know what Sir Joseph’s ambition is. If it’s the last act of my life, 1 
shall get it for him.’ Very helpful to MacDonald was Lord D’ Alger¬ 
non. An English observer of the Scene at the time says that Lord 
D’Abernon wrought mightily for Duveen to get him the peerage. 
Lord D’Abemon, this friendly contemporary recalls, was for 
many years the head of an Anglo-Turkish Bank. ‘His lifelong ex¬ 
perience in dealing with Turks,’ he says, ‘had equipped Lord 
D’Abemon fully to understand Duvecn.’ That understanding, 
properly allocated, assisted Duvecn in his elevation to the peer¬ 
age. Duveen had been knighted in 1919; he had been made a 
baronet in 1927; and now, in 1933, he was made a baron. Very 
often, Englishmen elevated to the peerage have commemorated 
their home town in their titles, as Disraeli did Beaconsfield. But 
Duvecn, who had no settled home for a long time except for the 
house on Madison Avenue, chose to commemorate the section of 
London known as Millbank, because that is where the Tate Gal¬ 
lery, to which he had made numerous gifts, is situated. So he 
became Lord Duveen of Mil!lv'rd r 
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Each time Duveen arrived in New York from London, there 
were fanfares of publicity for him and his most recent fabulous 
purchases. The ‘Twenty Years Ago To-day’ column of the Herald 
Tribune, which provides a capsule immortality for those judicious 
enough to have exerted themselves two decades before, has been 
studded for some time now with Duveen titbits, such as: 

FEBRUARY 19, 1 926 

Sir Joseph Duveen, the art dealer, has bought the Wachtmcister 
Rembrandt for $410,000, one of the highest prices ever paid for a 
Rembrandt, and is bringing it to New York. The painting, which is 
called ‘Portrait of a Young Man’, was sold by Count Carl Wacht- 
nicistcr and it has been in the possession of his family for aoo years. 
Juey iS, 1927 

Sir Joseph Duveen, international art dealer, bought in London yes¬ 
terday the entire collection of 120 Italian old masters belonging to 
Robert H. Benson. It will be brought intact to New York. The pur¬ 
chase price was $3,000,000. 

January 7, 1929 

London : Andrew W. Mellon, Secretary of the Treasury of the 
United States, has purchased [from Duveen] for $970,000 Raphael’s 
‘Madonna’, known as the ‘Cowper Madonna’. The painting bears 
Raphael’s signature and the date ‘1 jo8’. 

Once, Duveen brought back Gainsborough’s ‘The Blue Boy’, 
which he had already sold, in Paris, to Mr. and Mrs. H. E. Hunt¬ 
ington; another time, he brought back Lawrence’s ‘Pinkie’, the 
portrait of a girl who sat for Lawrence when she was twelve, in 
the last year of her life, and whose brother became the father of 
Elizabeth Barrett. There were tearful farewells for both these 
eminent children when they left their native heath, and jubilant 
welcomes when they arrived in their adopted land. The circum¬ 
stances attending Duveen’s purchase of ‘Pinkie’, in 1926, illus¬ 
trate his tenacity in the fight he made to establish his pre-eminence 
among the art dealers of the world. His chief rival in America 
was the venerable firm of Knoedler. When Duveen was starting 
out, Knoedler had arrangements with Mellon and several other big 
collectors to make all their art purchases for them, on a fixed 
commission. From the beginning, Duveen felt that his educa¬ 
tional mission was twofold - to teach millionaire American col¬ 
lectors what the great works of art were, and to teach them that 
they could get those works of art only through him. To establish 
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this sine qua non required considerable daring and a lot of money. 
When it was announced that ‘Pinkie’ was to be sold at auction at 
Christie's, in London, a partner in Knoedlcr’s came to Duvccn, 
who was then in London himself, with the suggestion that they buy 
it jointly. Knocdler’s, he said, had a client he was sure would 
take it. Duveen suspected that the motive for this friendly over¬ 
ture was to keep him from forcing the price up for the prospective 
buyer, and he politely declined. The Knoedler man said that no 
one could outbid his client. Duveen said that no one could keep 
him from buying ‘ Pinkie’. On the eve of the sale, Duveen went to 
Paris, leaving behind him an unlimited bid with the manager of 
Christie’s. In Paris, he awaited the result, with increasing ner¬ 
vousness. On the day of the sale, he informed his friends that he 
was buying a great picture, that he had once sold it himself for a 
hundred thousand dollars, and that, as a rich bidder was interested, 
the price might go to two hundred thousand. That evening, he 
learned that he had paid three hundred and seventy-seven thou¬ 
sand dollars for ‘Pinkie’. When he recovered from the shock, he 
brought the young lady to New York and gave her a lavish recep¬ 
tion at his Ministry of Marine. While she was being ogled by an 
invited throng, Duveen telephoned Mellon, in Washington (he 
had known all along who his rival’s rich client was), and offered 
her to him for adoption. Mellon said that he had indeed been try¬ 
ing to get her but that Duveen had paid an outrageous price for 
her and he wasn’t interested. Duveen admitted that the price he 
had paid was steep, but he repeated his cardinal dictum: ‘ When 
you pay high for the priceless, you’re getting it cheap.’ Another 
saying of his, endlessly repeated to his American clients, was ‘You 
can get all the pictures you want at fifty thousand dollars apiece - 
that’s easy. But to get pictures at a quarter of a million apiece - 
that wants doing I’ Duveen now repeated this to Mellon, too, 
Mellon, having heard all this before, was still not interested. 
Duveen then told Mellon that ‘Pinkie’ was being offered to him 
as a courtesy, because a man of his taste was worthy of her, but 
that if he thought her price too high, it was all right, because he 
had another prospective purchaser. Mellon was sceptical, and he 
was still not interested. The next morning, Duveen telephoned 
H. E. Huntington, at San Marino, the Huntington mansion near 
Pasadena. The mansion is to-day a public art gallery and library, 
and there ‘Pinkie’ now hangs. 
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This demonstration to Mellon of the sine qua non principle was 
worth all Duveen’s trouble. Mellon did not make the same mis¬ 
take again. When, shortly afterward, the Romney ‘Portrait of 
Mrs. Davenport’ was put up for auction at Christie’s, Knoedler’s 
once more suggested to Duveen that he go shares with them, and 
once more Duveen refused. To get revenge, Knoedlcr kept bid¬ 
ding until the picture cost Duveen over three hundred thousand 
dollars, the highest price ever paid for a Romney. Duveen was less 
vindictive than they were; despite Mellon’s earlier lapse, Duveen 
offered him the Romney, and Mellon immediately bought it. 

I11 his five decades of selling in the United States, Duveen, by 
amazing energy and audacity, transformed the American taste in 
art. The masteipicces he took there have fetched up in a number 
of museums that, simply because they contain these masterpieces, 
rank among the greatest in the world. He not only educated the 
small group of collectors who were his clients but created a public 
for the finest works of the masteis of painting. ‘Twenty-five years 
from now,’ Lincoln Kiistein wrote in the New Republic in 1949, 
‘art historians . . . may investigate the ledgers of Duveen, as to-day 
they do the Medici.’ The phenomenon of Duveen was without 
precedent. In the eighteenth century, Englishmen making the 
Grand Tour bought either from the heads of impoverished families 
or directly from the artists, as, three hundred years before, Francis 
I bought from Leonardo da Vinci. Generally speaking, the nine¬ 
teenth-century collectors of all nations operated on the same basis. 
There had never before been anyone like Duveen, the exalted 
middleman, and he practically monopolized his field. Fifty-five of 
the hundred and fifteen pictures, exclusive of American portraits, 
in the Mellon Collection, which is now in the National Gallery in 
Washington, came to Mellon through Duveen. Of the seven hun¬ 
dred paintings in the Kress Collection, also in the National Gallery, 
more than a hundred and fifty were supplied by him, and these are 
the finest. It has been stated by the eminent American art scholar 
Dr. Alfred M. Frankfurter that except for the English collections 
that were put together in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, 
America has the largest aggregation of Italian pictures outside 
Italy. Of these, according to Dr. Frankfurter, seventy-five per 
cent of tire best went there through Duveen. 

When the twentieth century began, the American millionaires 
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wore collecting mainly Barbizons, or ‘sweet Trench’ pictures, and 
English ‘story’ pictures. They owned the originals of the Rosa 
Bonheur prints that one can remember from the parlours of one’s 
youth - pastoral scenes, with groups of morose cattle. Those 
pictures are now consigned to the basements of the few big private 
houses that still exist or the basements of museums that no longer 
have the effrontery to hang them. Troyons, Ziems, Mcissonicrs, 
Bouguereaus, Fromentins, and Hcnners crowded the interstices 
ol the mother-of-pearl grandeur of the living-rooms of the 
American rich, and their owners dickered among themselves for 
them. When Charles Yerkcs, the Chicago traction magnate, died 
in 1905, Frederick Lewis Allen says in The Loids of Cication, ‘his 
canvas by Troyon, “Coming from the Market”, had already appre¬ 
ciated forty thousand dollars in value since its purchase. ’ Duvcen 
changed all that. He made the Barbizons practically worthless by 
beguiling their luckless owners into a longing to possess earlier 
masterpieces, which he had begun buying before most of his 
American clients had so much as heard the artists’ names. Duvcen 
made the names familiar, and compelled a reverence for them be¬ 
cause he extracted such overwhelming prices for them. Of the 
Barbizon school, only Corot and Millet now have any financial 
rating, and that has greatly declined. A Corot that in its day 
brought fifty thousand dollars can be bought now for ten or fifteen 
thousand, and Millet is even worse off. 

Although the French painter Bouguereau represented the kind 
of art that Duvcen was eager to displace, he was flexible enough 
to make use of him in order to bring the education of tbe Duvcen 
clientele up to his level. A highly visible nude by the French 
master was used by Duveen as an infinitely renewable bait to bring 
the customers who successively owned it sensibly to rest in the 
fields in which Duvcen specialized. This Bouguereau travelled to 
and from Duveen’s, serving - a silent emissaiy - to start many 
collections. Clients enrolled in Duvccn’s course of study would 
buy the Bouguereau, stare at it for some time, get faintly tired of 
it, and then, as they heard of rarer and subtler and more expensive 
works, grow rather ashamed of it. They would send it back, and 
Duveen would replace it with something a little more refined. 
Back and forth the Bouguereau went. Sometimes, Duveen amused 
himself by using it for a different purpose - to cure potential cus¬ 
tomers who hed succumbed to the virus of (he ultra-modern. 
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Some collectors who had started with painters like Picasso and 
Braque grew hungry for a flesh-and-blood curve after a while, 
and presently found themselves with the travelling Bouguereau. 
Duveen sent it to them for a breather,' and afterwards they went 
the way of the group that had started with the Bouguereau. 

Duveen has been called by one of his friends ‘a lovable buc¬ 
caneer’. Whether he was or not, he forced American collectors 
to accumulate great things, infused them with a fierce pride in col¬ 
lecting, and finally got their collections into museums, making it 
possible for the American people to see a large share of the world’s 
most beautiful art without having to go abroad. He did it by dazz¬ 
ling the collectors with visions of an Elysium through which they 
would stroll hand in hand with the illustrious artists of the past, 
and by making other dealers emulate him. His rivals could no 
longer sell their old line of goods, and the result was that he ele¬ 
vated their taste as well as drat of his customers. An eminent 
English art dealer whose family has been in the business for five 
generations and who could never endure Duveen says, neverthe¬ 
less, that with Duveen’s death an enormously vital force went out 
of the trade. The dealers are still living off the collectors he made, 
or off their descendants. Duveen had a cavalier attitude towards 
prospective clients, and there was a certain majesty about it. He 
ignored Detroit for years after it became rich. Then its newly 
made millionaires came to him, and they were delighted to be 
asked to dine at Lord Duveen’s. Once, when he was told that 
Edsel Foi'd was buying pictures, and was asked why he didn’t pay 
some attention to him, he said, ‘He’s not ready for me yet. Let 
him go on buying. Some day he’ll be big enough for me.’ 

When Duveen entered the American art market, he was barg¬ 
ing into a narrow field and one that was dominated by long- 
established dealers. Duveen not only barged into this field but 
soon pre-empted it, although, for the most part, his American 
clients didn’t especially care for him. ‘ Why should they like me ? ’ 
he once asked one of his attorneys rhetorically. ‘I am an outsider. 
Why do they trade with me? Because they’ve got to. Because 
I’ve got what they can’t get anywhere else.’ The daughter of one 
client, who competed with Duveen in a long contest for her 
widowed father's attention and ultimately lost, tells, in a voice 
still weary with frustration, how Duveen managed to elude her 
even when she was sure she had him in a corner. Once, her father 
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had asked several friends to their home to inspect some of his 
latest acquisitions from Duvccn. Among the guests, in addition to 
Duveen himself, was a distinguished art connoisseur. She showed 
the connoisseur, a French count, around the gallery in which her 
father housed his collection of paintings. The count was full of 
admiration for them until he came to a Diirer that Duveen had 
sold her father for four hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Then 
the expert’s face darkened. His hostess urged him to explain 
what was bothering him. He looked around, spotted his host and 
Duveen at a distance, and whispered, ‘I’m terribly sorry, but I 
don’t think this Diirer is the real thing.’ To his horror, his com¬ 
panion triumphantly summoned her father and Duveen. ‘Count 

X-thinks that this Diirer is not genuine!’ she cried as they 

approached. The host turned a stricken countenance to Duveen. 
Duveen’s famous laugh pealed out. ‘Now, isn’t that amusing?’ 
he said to his client. ‘That's really very amusing indeed. Do you 
know, my dear fellow, that some of the greatest experts in the 
world, some of the very greatest experts in the world, actually 
think that this Diirer is not genuine?’ Duveen had reversed the 
normal order of things. Somehow, the expert who was present, 
as well as all the experts who were not present, became reduced 
in rank, discredited, pulverized to fatuousness. 

On another occasion, the beleaguered daughter, with Duveen 
and her father, was inspecting a house that Duveen had chosen for 
them, and which they eventually bought. She said it was too big - 
it had eighteen servants' rooms - and running it would be a terrible 
chore for her. ‘But Joe thinks it’s beautiful,’ her father said. A 
few days later, the three of them, now accompanied by Duveen’s 
aide Boggis, were looking at the house again. Duveen enlarged on 
its potentialities, then abruptly looked at his watch. ‘No more 
time to-day,’ he said, firmly but not unkindly. ‘What about to¬ 
morrow, Joe?’ the humble millionaire wanted to know. Again 
Duveen’s famous laugh rang out. He turned to Boggis. ‘What 
am I doing to-morrow, Boggis?’ he asked. Boggis knew. ‘To¬ 
morrow, Lord Duveen, you have an appointment in Washington 
with Mr. Mellon, ’ he said. Against this there was no argument. 
The client automatically accepted his lesser place in the Duveen 
hierarchy, grateful for the blessings he had received that day. 

Sir Osbcrt Sitwell has an interesting theory about Duveen - 
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that he was a master exploiter of his own gaffes. He expounds it 
in one volume of his memoirs, Left Hand, Right Hand I: 1 

Since the following anecdote often appears in the press, I had better 
recount it myself, correctly. In later years, and especially in 1926, 
when I visited New York, I used to see a certain amount of Lord—then 
Sir Joseph—Duveen, and several times went to his house there. The 
following summer I met him at the opening clay of some exhibition in 
the Leicester Galleries, and he rushed up to me, and said, ‘Oh, my 
dear Air. Jytton Stracliey, I am so glad to see you again’. 

Lylton and I were not much alike, for I was tall, fair, clean-shaven, 
and certainly by no means thin, whereas he was bone-thin and angular, 
as well as tall, and bearded, with something of the reflective air of a 
pelican. I11 fact, no two people could have resembled each other less. 
Consequently, I telegraphed to him: ‘Delighted to inform you that I 
have this morning been mistaken for you by Sir Joseph Duveen. Os- 
bert’. Lytton telegraphed back: ‘One can only say again how utterly 
duveen. Lytton’. [The ‘again’ was a reference to a celebrated remark 
made by the late Belle da Costa Greene, director of the Pierpont Mor¬ 
gan Library, when she was first shown through the art collection in 
Jules Bache’s Fifth Avenue house: ‘How utterly duveenl ’] Sir Joseph, 
with his expert amiability, which resembled that of a clownish tumbler 
on the music-hall stage, heard of these telegrams and subsequently al¬ 
ways referred to them at some moment of any luncheon or dinner 
party at which he and I happened both to he present, appealing to me 
to ‘tell the story about Strachey’. Being a remarkably astute man in 
most directions, I think that, in this different from most people, he en¬ 
joyed having the stupid side of his character emphasized; it constituted 
a disguise for his cleverness, a kind of fancy dress. . . . After the story 
had been related, he used to add, ‘ Of course I knew Osbert Sitwell. I 
love his books. He’s written about my country.' At first this statement 
rather surprised me, until I comprehended that by it he meant Scar¬ 
borough and the district round, which arc said to figure in my novel 
Before the Bombardment. 

Sir Osbcrt’s surprise at Duveen’s reference to his ‘country’ was 
due to the fact that Duveen was so seldom in England. Indeed, he 
was sometimes assumed to be an American, he was there so much. 
(It was only in America that lie was always taken for an English¬ 
man.) To counteract this notion, Duveen, who was actually a 
native of Yorkshire, bought a country home in Kent. He rarely 
visited it, however. In his New York gallery, Duveen was a stick¬ 
ler for keeping up the correct English tone. The members of his 
1 (Macmillan, London 1945.) 
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stafl', in the words of a former associate, were invariably ‘dressed 
like Englishmen — cutaways and striped trousers’. The censorship 
of the staff was linguistic as well as sartorial. You could drop an 
*h’ there with impunity, but under no circumstances pick up an 
Americanism. One day, a Duveen employee, throwing caution 
to the winds, said 'O.K.' Duveen was severe. This was unbecom¬ 
ing in an English establishment, a colonial branch of the House of 
Lords, engaged in the business of purveying Duvcens. After that, 
Duveen was yessed in English. 

Duveen looked like a conservative English businessman. He 
was of middle height, stocky build, and ruddy, almost apoplectic 
colouring. He had clear, penetrating grey eyes and a cropped 
moustache. He exuded opulence. He sometimes played golf or 
went to the theatre, but only half-heartedly; he was interested in 
practically nothing except his business. He never carried more 
than a little cash; money in small amounts was something he didn’t 
understand. His valet decided what he would need for incidentals 
and provided him with it. When he dressed Duveen, he would 
put in his pocket a few bills to enable him to get about. Once, 
when the valet was ill, Duveen said that he, too, would have to 
take to his bed, because there was no one to give him cash for 
taxi fares. Duveen was meek towards his valet, but in general he 
was imperious. He had the Oriental habit of clapping his hands 
when he wanted people; an acquaintance who visited tire British 
Museum with him recalls that Duveen clapped his hands even ill 
that august institution, and that the attendants came running. 
After becoming a peer, he was proud of being a member of the 
House of Lords and would occasionally drop in there, to prove 
that he could. Politics meant little to him, but when he wanted 
to terminate an interview, he would suddenly remember that he 
had a political side. ‘Sorry, old man, but I’ve got to go to the 
Lords,’ he would say. ‘Important measure coming up.’ 

His peerage was a psychological implement for Duveen. Ilis 
American clients appreciated it, perhaps the more because of an 
obscure, subconscious awareness that they had paid for it. Ameri¬ 
cans grown great in industry or finance have their little vanities, 
and the routes by which they satisfy them arc sometimes indirect. 
Recently, the head of a prosperous enterprise in New England 
boasted that the specialist at the head of one of his departments 
was in Who's Who; he didn't, lie said ingenuously, mind a bit not 
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being in it himself, since those on his pay-roll made it! He had the 
quiet air of a King-maker. Lord Duveen impressed his American 
clients more than Sir Joseph had impressed them; the succession 
of titles had an ameliorative influence on the effect that had been 
created early, in certain quarters, by plain Joe Duveen. When he 
was exalted to the peerage Duveen was not above flinging his 
weight about a bit; this had a business justification in a milieu that 
flaunted less traditional slogans, celebrating the accumulation of 
stocks, bonds, copra, rugs, automobiles, advertising accounts and 
circus elephants. Mr. John W. Ringling, the great circus man, 
was not a regular Duveen customer because Duveen seldom had 
pictures vast enough to interest him. Mr. Ringling was ignited 
only by enormous pictures; his visual standard was set by the test 
of what you could plainly see from the ring-side scats at one of his 
own shows. lie bought pictures by acreage and as a result got to 
own the biggest and also some of the finest Rubenses in existence, 
which are now housed in a museum named after him in Sarasota, 
Florida. 

That Duveen was detached about his Lordship, that he was able 
to put it on and off in harmony with the occasion, like a white tie, 
is demonstrated by an instance when he threw it right out of the 
window of a distinguished drawing-room. This was when he was 
invited to spend the night at Chatsworth, the historic home of the 
Duke of Devonshire. A chiselled instinct, sharpened in infinite 
forays, whispered to Duveen that the Duke of Devonshire would 
not be impressed by him just because he was a member of the 
House of Lords. He had the feeling that the Duke must have met 
a couple and that they were no novelty. After dinner on the day 
he arrived, his host led him into the drawing-room. Duveen 
wanted a Riccio bronze that someone had whispered to him the 
Duke might sell. Duveen didn’t settle down to bore his host with 
aimless chatter about fox-hunting or Parliamentary procedure. 
He went straight to the bronze, stood behind it, put his hand on 
it, and invoked a long since vanished avatar. The ducal drawing¬ 
room was charged instantly, by the firm tones vibrating through 
it, with the tingle of a public auction. ‘Joe Duveen speakin’, 
Your Grace! Sixty thousand pounds for this bronze! JoeDuveen’s 
price. Your Grace. Going, Going, Gone!’ The Duke didn’t sell 
the bronze but he was enchanted. He told his librarian that if he 
ever sold anything at any time it must go to Duveen. 
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Like some of his clients, Duveen seldom read anything. (It 
has been suggested that a number of his American clients gobbled 
up his wares with such avidity because they could thus indulge in 
expensive contemplation without making the painful effort of 
reading.) But if a book said something about a picture Duveen 
was interested in, he was eager to see it. His impetuosity was 
sometimes extreme. Once, when the custodian of an immensely 
valuable collection of books on art he kept in the Ministry of 
Marine brought him a rare volume he wanted, he seized it and 
tore out of it the pages he was after, to free himself from the en¬ 
cumbrance of irrelevant text. 

The favoured art critics who were permitted to use Duvecn’s 
library say that in his time it was in some respects superior to the 
Metropolitan’s and Frick’s. One critic, looking up an item in 
another rare volume, found an irate criss-cross of pencil marks 
over the passage he was after, and, scribbled in the margin, the 
words 1 Nonsense I It’s by Donatello! ’ Shocked by this vandalism, 
he took the book to the librarian, who said calmly, ‘Oh, Joe’s 
been at it again.’ Duvccn’s habit of editing by mutilation im¬ 
paired the pleasure of students using the library. To books that 
weren’t in his library Duveen was flamboyantly indifferent. Once, 
on the witness-stand, opposing counsel asked him if he was famil¬ 
iar with Ruskin’s The Stones of Venice. ' Of course I've heard of the 
picture, but I’ve never actually seen it,’ he answered. When his 
error was later pointed out to him, he laughed and said he’d 
always thought Ruskin was a painter, and not a very good one, at 
that. 

Duveen was more interested in the theatre than books. His 
favourite play, which he thought illustrated a great moral lesson, 
was an English comedy, A Pair of Spectacles, adapted from the 
French by Sydney Grundy, and first produced in London in 1890. 
It was about a kindly and gentle man who gets into all sorts of 
trouble because, as he starts out from his house one morning, he 
picks up the wrong pair of spectacles, and thereafter finds himself 
becoming mean and distrustful. Duveen said that this play showed 
how necessary it was to look at life through the right glasses, and 
that it was his function to furnish his clients with the right glasses 
for looking at works of art. He joked about it, but he believed it. 
At the theatre, his appreciation of a funny line was sometimes 
given audible expression five minutes after the rest of the audience 
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had got the point. He didn’t mind at all impersonating the guile¬ 
less and traditional British Blimp; speaking of himself, he often 
repeated the formula for giving an Englishman a happy old age: 
tell him a joke in his youth. He had a fondness for basic humour. 
A friend, chiding him about his persistent litigiousness, made the 
mistake of telling a ‘darky’ story - the one about the coloured 
man arrested for stealing chickens who, when confronted by irre¬ 
futable evidence, said to the magistrate, ‘If it’s all the same to 
you, Jedge, let’s forget the whole business!’ Duveen made the 
friend repeat it whenever they met. Perhaps, in the steam bath of 
litigation in which Duveen was immersed all his life, the number 
of occasions on which his own attitude towards the judge approxi¬ 
mated the coloured man’s made him such an enthusiastic audience 
for this story. 

Certain men are endowed with the faculty of concentrating on 
their own affairs to the exclusion of what is going on elsewhere in 
the cosmos. Duveen was that kind of man, and the kind of man 
who, if he met you out walking, would take you along with him, 
no matter where you were bound or how urgent it was for you to 
get there. One day, walking along Central Park West, he ran into 
die art dealer Felix Wildenstein, who was going the other way, 
bent on what was, to him, an important errand. Duveen, with his 
infectious friendliness, linked his arm through Wildenstein’s and 
suggested that they go for a walk in the Park. Wildenstein ex¬ 
plained that he was hurrying to keep an appointment, but they 
were presently walking in the Park. Duveen turned the conver¬ 
sation to queries and interesting speculations about his own per¬ 
sonality, in which he took a detached but lively interest. ‘What 
do people think about me?’ he asked. ‘What are they saying 
about me?’ Wildenstein quoted a slightly derogatory opinion a 
friend had expressed; he had to have some revenge for being so 
abruptly swept off his course. Duveen was not upset by the de¬ 
rogatory opinion. ‘That’s all right,’ he said, as if a favourable 
opinion would have upset him, ‘but docs he think 1 am a great 
man?’ 

Duveen’s New York home was filled with rare and lovely 
things. To an illustrious Englishman invited to a dinner-party 
there, Duveen said, as they sat down, ‘For you, I’m bringing 
out the Sevres P During dinner, the Englishman overheard Du¬ 
veen say to another guest, ‘How do you like this Sevres? Haven’t 
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used it since Ramsay MacDonald dined here.’ Duveen seemed to 
make a point of showing his multi-millionaire clients that he lived 
better than they did. One evening, he remarked to Frick that his 
silverware was not quite in keeping with the many Duveen items 
in the house. Frick asked Duveen what he should have. The 
work of the greatest of English silversmiths, Duveen replied, and 
explained that his master was Paul De Lamerie, who had practised 
his craft in the eighteenth century; each of Do Lamirie’s creations 
was a museum piece, and Frick ought to have only De Lamerie 
silver in his home. Frick asked his uncompromising guest if he 
could supply a De Lamerie service. It wouldn’t be easy, said 
Duveen, and it would take time, but he would be willing to accept 
the commission. Duveen made it a marginal chore for years to 
pick up vagrant Lamerie for Frick but he never succeeded in 
accumulating a complete set. 

Duvcen’s clients, as their friendship with him ripened, saw 
their homes become almost as exquisite as his. A new house that 
Frick built in 1913 at Seventieth Street and Fifth Avenue was, in 
the end, thanks to Duveen’s choice of its architect and decorator, 
a jewel of such loveliness that Duveen could have lived in it him¬ 
self. Duveen chose the firm of Carrere & Hastings as tire archi¬ 
tects, and his friend the late Sir Charles Allom, who had been 
knighted by King George V for doing his place, as the decorator. 
The collaboration between Duveen and Allom was comprehen¬ 
sive ; Duveen indicated to Allom what precious objects he had in 
mind for the house and Allom devised places in which to put them. 
It was Duveen who supplied the paintings for the magnificent 
Fragonard and Boucher Rooms, to mention only the most famous 
of the pleasances that have attracted many visitors to what is now 
the Frick Collection. By the time it was done, the place was beau¬ 
tiful, and Duveen had idle comfortable feeling that Frick was 
living as well as he did. 

On one occasion, Duveen found it necessary to subject Frick to 
the same kind of benevolent but firm discipline to which he later 
subjected Mellon; that is, to teach him that no great picture was 
to be obtained except through Duveen. On a night in 1916 Du¬ 
veen noticed in his host an air at once abstracted and expectant. 
Duveen was adept at following the nuances of his clients’ moods, 
reaching out antennas to probe their hidden thoughts. He knew 
there was something in the wind, because Frick, always laconic, 
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on this occasion faded out completely. He finally drew from his 
client and host the fact that he was on the trail of a really great 
picture, the name of which he refused to disclose. Duveen went 
home and pondered. To allow Frick to buy a great picture through 
anyone else was unthinkable. He cabled his office in London and 
inquired whether anybody there knew of an outstanding picture 
that was for sale. Through the underground of the trade, Duveen 
found out in a few days that Sir Audley Dallas Neeld, whose home, 
Grittleton House, was in Wiltshire, was about to sell Gains¬ 
borough’s ‘Mall in St, James’s Park’ to Knoedler’s. Obviously, 
this was the picture Frick had in mind. Knoedler’s had an even 
bigger in with Frick than it had with Mellon; Charles Carslairs, 
one of the heads of Knoedler’s and a man of great charm, was an 
intimate friend of Frick’s. Duveen immediately cabled his English 
agent exact instructions. He believed that Knoedler’s man, sure 
the Gainsborough was in the bag, would be in no hurry to con¬ 
summate the deal. Duveen told his agent to take the first train 
next morning to Wiltshire, tell Sir Aucflcy that he was prepared to 
outbid everyone else for the picture, and offer him a binder of a 
thousand pounds to prove it. Duveen got the Gainsborough for 
three hundred thousand dollars. The next time he dined with 
Frick, he found his host depressed. ‘I’ve lost that picture,’ Frick 
told Duveen. ‘I was on the trail of a very great painting - Gains¬ 
borough’s “Mall in St. James’s Park”.’ ‘Why, Mr. Frick,’ Du¬ 
veen said, ‘I bought that picture. When you want a great picture, 
you must come to me, because, you know, I get the first chance at 
all of them. You shall have the Gainsborough. Moreover, you 
shall have it for exactly what I paid for it.’ In the first joy of ac¬ 
quisition, Frick was ecstatically grateful, not stopping to think 
that Sir Audley would probably have sold the picture to Knoed- 
lcr’s for so much less that Knoedlcr’s price with a profit would 
have been lower than Duveen’s without one. Duveen charged the 
lost profit off to pedagogy. When he brought the Gainsborough to 
Frick, he pointed to it triumphantly and laughed his infectious 
laugh. ‘Now, Mr. Frick,’ he said magnanimously, ‘you can send 
it to Knoedler’s to be framed.’ 
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A BEGINNING IN DELFT 


the original Duvcen establishment, the forerunner of the firm of 
Duvcen Brothers, was a blacksmith shop in the little village of 
Meppel, in Holland. Joseph Duveen, the proprietor, and his wife, 
Eva, were Jewish. They had four children — Joseph Joel, born in 
1843 ; Henry born in 18£4; and two daughters. The blacksmith’s 
wife must have been a remarkable woman. Although her husband, 
hammering out horseshoes for the farmers in Meppel, often called 
Joseph Joel to pump the bellows and Henry to hold the metal on 
the anvil, she managed, in addition to doing her household chores, 
to give the boys an elementary education - which was all the 
education they ever had - and to become a collector in a small 
way, the only disinterested collector the family has produced. 
She acquired a hobby that must have been a relaxation to her after 
die grind of her daily existence. She took to buying bits of Hol¬ 
land’s celebrated delft pottery with her small savings. Whatever 
she could spare from the family budget she put into delft, and in 
time she became a connoisseur of it. She would send her two boys 
around die neighbourhood to buy or exchange pieces, and for this 
particular pottery the children developed a taste that was as per¬ 
ceptive as her own. The blacksmidi was humorously condescend¬ 
ing about his wife’s hobby. Delft was cheap, and he doubtless 
concluded that she bought it only because she didn’t have the 
money to buy land or houses, as her more fortunate neighbours 
did. Actually, she bought it not just for that reason but because 
she loved it passionately. After she had been collecting for some 
years, the news percolated through to Meppel that across the 
Channel, in rich and mighty England, there were people who 
wanted to buy delft even if they could afford to buy odier things, 
and this gave her a startling inspiration. She had loftier hopes for 
her boys than blacksmithing. In 1866, when Joseph Joel was 
twenty-three, she improvised a career for him; she loaded him 
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with all the delft he could carry, and packed him oil' to England 
to hell it. 

Joseph Joel was quite happy to go to England, hut when he got 
there he had a change of heart. Selling delft struck him as an 
unmanly sort of work, and since, like so many of the Dutch, he 
could speak some English, he decided to become a travelling sales¬ 
man of more substantial commodities. After experimenting 
briefly with one unmarketable product after another, he finally hit 
his stride in lard. His slitherings about in lard took him, in 1867, 
to the city of Hull, and there, one evening, he met a Miss Rosetta 
Barnett, the daughter of a local pawnbroker. Either Joseph Joel 
was taken with her charm or he had reached the point when he 
wanted to settle down, or both. In any case, he proceeded to rush 
her, and, perhaps because he was tired of carrying it around, he 
showered her with his mother’s delft. Miss Barnett, who had 
never been wooed with delft before, showed her presents to her 
father, and he was more impressed by them than she was. Possibly 
he had made advances on delft to Hull collectors who were hard 
up. He questioned his daughter’s suitor and discovered that there 
was a great deal more good delft where that came from. He also 
found out that the young man was knowledgeable about delft but 
somewhat deprecatory about it. Mr. Barnett took a firm line. He 
didn’t like the idea of having a son-in-law in lard, but he was titil¬ 
lated by the idea of having one in delft. He said he would give his 
consent to the marriage if Joseph Joel would get enough delft from 
his mother to set up a shop in Hull. Moreover, Mr. Barnett said, 
he would finance the enterprise. Joseph Joel gave up his swash¬ 
buckling career in lard, married Miss Barnett, and rented a tiny 
shop with living quarters above it. From delft, he branched out 
into furniture and objects of art, learning about his merchandise as 
he acquired It. He attended to the buying and selling; his wife was 
treasurer, a task that at first consisted largely of getting her father 
to put up more money from time to time. The Duveens’ business 
and reputation grew, and so did their family. They produced 
eight boys and four girls. Their eldest was Joseph, the future 
Lord Duveen of Millbank and the greatest art dealer in history, 
who was bom over the delft-and-fumiture shop on October 14, 
1869. 

Tire blacksmith’s wife, having launched her first argosy success- 
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fully, felt justified in launching another. She decided that Henry 
should undergo a course of instruction under Joseph Joel and then 
move on to America. If rich Englishmen bought delft, so, she 
reasoned, would rich Americans. In 1876, after a few years of 
apprenticeship in Hull, Henry landed in Boston. A rotund, flat- 
footed little man with a walrus moustache, who had never been to 
school and who spoke English with a guttural Dutch accent, Henry 
was to become within a few years the confidant, and the adviser 
on art purchases, of two of the most inaccessible men in America, 
the elder J. P. Morgan and Benjamin Altman, as well as of a group 
of more sociable men that included Collis P. Huntington, P. A. B. 
Widener, and George J. Gould. It is not recorded that Henry 
ever gave anything away, but he managed nevertheless to generate 
an atmosphere of Santa Claus benevolence. His clients, and all his 
fellow-dealers, were soon affectionately calling him Uncle Henry. 
When he arrived in Boston, though, he was just a Dutch immi¬ 
grant with hardly any English and a lot of delft. There was no 
Miss Barnett in Boston to give his delft to, so he began to peddle it 
from shop to shop. The architects and decorators of Boston liked 
his pottery, with its graceful blue designs and charming Dutch 
genre scenes. After Henry had covered Boston thoroughly, he de¬ 
cided to try New York. He rented a room on the third floor of 
a loft building on Maiden Lane, and set up shop there, expanding 
his line to include various kinds of china, and also furniture. 
When he had been in New York less than a year, he felt encouraged 
enough to write home, 'This is a fine place and I think we will do 
good business here. ’ Many years later, his nephew Joseph had this 
letter framed, and hung it in the office of his Fifth Avenue gallery. 

The ‘good business’ probably began when one day there toiled 
up die three flights of stairs to Uncle Henry’s Maiden Lane estab¬ 
lishment a short, stout gentleman with thick glasses, who said, 
after he had recovered his breath, that he was interested in 
Chinese porcelains. So was Henry Duveen, and they had a porce¬ 
lain lovers’ chat that ended in die visitor’s buying two antique 
Chinese vases of enamelled copper. The visitor was the depart¬ 
ment store magnate Benjamin Altman, and this visit led to the 
accumulation by Altman, through Uncle Henry, of a distin¬ 
guished collection of Chinese porcelains. The two copper vases 
are now in the Altman Collection at the Metropolitan Museum. 
'Mr. Altman’s career as a collector began in 1882,' the official 
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handbook on the collection says, ‘with the purchase of a pair of 
Chinese enamel vases (Nos. 44 and 4; in Case C, Room 1) which, 
for sentimental reasons, he always retained as the beginning of a 
great undertaking. . . . They are of interest as being the first 
objects ot art which attracted Mr. Altman’s attention, and he 
always regarded them with affection as the nucleus from which his 
entire collection grew. ’ Altman evidently regarded Uncle Henry 
with an affection almost as deep. Altman was a bachelor and a 
recluse, lie had no social life to speak of, and he lived frugally. 
Shortly after his death, Lord Duvecn said to an interviewer, 
‘Though he spent millions on art, he travelled like a Cook’s 
tourist.’ Altman’s business paitner and heir, Michael Friedsam, 
never forgave Duvecn. It is the kind of remark that Uncle Henry 
would not conceivably have made; it is the kind of remark that 
his nephew Joseph often made, which is one reason he was never 
given an affectionate nickname. Lord Duvecn was called many 
things m his lifetime, but never Uncle Joseph — not even by his 
nephews and nieces. Altman’s reluctance to spend money on him¬ 
self was so great that it may have hastened his death. At the age 
of seventy-three, he became ill at a resort in the Thousand Islands. 
His regular doctor was in Europe, and he asked a local doctor to 
call a certain physician in New Yoik and, without mentioning the 
name Altman, inquire what he would charge to come up and take 
care of a patient. The New York physician, who happened to be 
a friend of Altman’s regular doctor, said that his fee would be a 
thousand dollars a day. Altman thought it was too steep, and stuck 
with the local man, whose ministrations were more reasonably 
priced. By the time Altman could be got to New York, his disease 
had advanced too far to be effectively treated. Perhaps he com¬ 
forted himself with the thought that he was achieving a consider¬ 
able economy by dying. Altman’s regular doctor, returning from 
Europe, was horrified to leam of his patient’s death. ‘Why didn’t 
he give his name?’ he asked a member of the family. ‘If he had, 
Dr. A-would, of course, have gone at once, without bother¬ 

ing about the fee.’ 

Altman seems to have found Uncle Ilenry a crony after his own 
heart. Uncle Henry was a constant visitor at his Fifth Avenue 
house, and they had orgiastic sessions on ceramics in Yiddish. In 
dealing with J. P. Morgan, however, Uncle Henry presumably re¬ 
stricted himself to bad English. Though he could not be as fluent 
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with Morgan as he was with Altman, he nevertheless managed to 
give him a strong push in the direction of ceramics. In fact, before 
Uncle Henry was through, Morgan’s collection was many times 
the size of Altman’s. Uncle Henry did not drop in casually at 
Morgan’s house as he did at Altman’s - Morgan had more insistent 
social obligations - but he was often invited to breakfast. Morgan 
was the Lorenzo the Magnificent of American collectors, and 
Uncle Henry explored with him many realms besides ceramics. 
By then a big-scale dealer in furniture as well as ceramics, he even, 
in 1882, furnished Morgan’s house on Madison Avenue. Miss 
Belle da Costa Greene, Morgan’s librarian, used to recall an in¬ 
cident that demonstrated not only Uncle Henry’s continuously 
developing critical faculty but his detachment. After the elder 
Morgan’s death, his son wished to redecorate die Madison Avenue 
house. Knowing that Uncle Henry had done the original job, and 
realizing how fond his father had been of him, he called him in. 
Miss Greene accompanied them on a tour of the house. ‘Well, 
Uncle Henry, what do you think of it?’ she asked when it was all 
over. 'It iss orful!’ Uncle Henry said, and, undaunted by the 
horroi-s around him, set about correcting the errors he and his late 
patron had accomplished together. 

Uncle Henry’s migration from Boston to New York was paral¬ 
leled by Joseph Joel’s from Hull to London. Mr. Barnett, who 
seems to have been a pawnbroker with imagination, thought that 
his son-in-law, after twelve years in Hull, should try the big city. 
Joseph Joel Duveen was a dictatorial, irascible man, but he did 
what his father-in-law suggested; he transported his stock to a 
shop in Oxford Street and, as before, installed his family in rooms 
above it. It must have been quite a clutter, for the stock had 
grown enormously: English, French, and Italian furniture, French 
and Gothic tapestries, Chinese porcelains, die mingled aromas of 
Italian velvets and Spanish leathers, the retrieved handiwork of 
vanished master craftsmen, and, before long, fourteen Duveens. 
Tile former Miss Barnett still presided at the till, handling the 
books and the cash. Joseph Joel was absorbed in buying, without 
worrying too much about overstocking - a tendency his eldest son 
inherited. He had unlimited confidence that he would be able to 
sell the merchandise once he had got it. Like his eldest son after 
him, he could never buy enough; as for the financial intricacies, he 
was perfectly willing to leave them to his wife, just as his eldest 
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son was one day to leave them to his comptrollers. Joseph Joel 
and his wife carried on a running altercation about insuring their 
property. He did not believe a fire could ever happen to him and 
held out stubbornly against insurance. But a fire did happen to 
him - a bad one - and he was in despair. His wife came forward to 
save the firm. Joseph Joel's absorption in acquiring merchandise 
had enabled her to put aside sums of money from time to time, 
so that in this crisis she had enough to rebuild and restock and get 
going again. After that, the Duveen property was liberally insured. 

The four Duveen girls were sent to school, but the boys - 
Joseph, Charles, John, Louis, Edward Joseph, Benjamin, Henry, 
and Ernest - went into the business early. Joseph went briefly to 
Brighton College, quitting at seventeen. Prom infancy, the hoys 
were spoon-fed on the lore of their father’s inventory. They were 
put to work in the shop, arranging the stock, running errands, 
wrapping, dusting, learning prices, and studying their father’s 
sales technique. By the time they reached their early teens, the 
sons had already become aware that survival demanded forthright¬ 
ness in competition. A family conference, an observer recalls, was 
usually a pitched battle. Tile father’s decision, however, always 
prevailed. In later life, Joseph was fond of telling stories about 
how autocratic his father had been. He remembered that when 
they all sat at the dinner table in their Oxford Street quarters, his 
father used to begin the meal with the command: ‘ Let no one speak 
unless I ask a question.’ As he didn’t feel that his children could 
tell him much, there were often long silences at the table. 
Another recollection of Duveen’s was of being taken by his father 
to see the elder J. P. Morgan in his London house, at Prince’s 
Gate. His Uncle Henry, who had by then become a pet of Mor¬ 
gan’s, had told Morgan that his brother was, next to him, the 
highest authority on Chinese porcelains. Therefore, Morgan 
wanted Joseph Joel to see five Chinese porcelain beakers he had 
just bought. He showed the Duvecns, father and son, into his 
library. ‘ Uncle Henry tells me you know a lot about porcelains,’ 
he said to Joseph Joel. ‘Well, here are five beakers. Three of 
them are authentic and two of them are reproductions. Now, if 
you’re such an authority, which are which?’ Joseph Joel peered 
at the beakers, then lifted his walking-stick and smashed two of 
them. He offered, if he’d broken good ones, to pay for them. 
Morgan was relieved to find that he could not collect. 
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The Oxford Street business prospered. The advent of William 
Morris and his wallpapers enabled Joseph Joel eventually to make 
a killing in tapestries. The cra7C for Morris’s wallpapers caused 
the owners of l'nglish country houses to get rid of their tapestries 
as fast as they could. Joseph Joel bought them up at bargain prices, 
and waited for the craze to pass. Then he began selling them at 
handsome profits to famished customers. His fame spread, and 
the nobility and royalty started to show an interest in his shop. 
He acquired three distinguished patrons: the Prince of Wales, later 
Edward VII, and two of the Prince’s close friends, Lord Esher and 
the financier Sir Ernest Cassel, a grandfather of die present Lady 
Mountbatten. There is a trade legend about Joseph Joel’s first 
meeting with the Prince of Wales. One day, a gentleman of about 
Joseph Joel’s age came into the shop, showed the proprietor a 
piece of jewellery, and asked if he would pay a hundred pounds for 
it. Joseph Joel examined it, and then his visitor. He asked him 
where he had got the piece, ‘Never mind about that,’ the caller 
said. ‘It’s mine and I want to sell it. Will you give me a hundred 
pounds?’ ‘No,’ said Joseph Joel. ‘It’s worth much more than 
that. 1 ’U give you five hundred.’ According to the legend, Joseph 
Joel didn’t recognize his visitor. Those who knew Joseph Joel 
intimately doubted this. They suspected that he was pretty sure 
his petitioner was the Prince of Wales. In any case, when the 
Prince became King, in 1901, he had Joseph Joel arrange much of 
the decoration of Westminster Abbey for the Coronation. This 
automatically made Joseph Joel the foremost decorator in Eng¬ 
land. For this and other services, the King knighted him. The 
reformed lard salesman, the son of the Dutch blacksmith, became 
Sir Joseph Joel Duvecn. Later, his son Joseph was knighted, and, 
ultimately, raised to tire peerage, by King George V. Uncle 
Henry had a cosy relationship with King George, cemented by the 
passion both men had for collecting stamps. The King’s cousin, 
Nicholas II, the Czar of Russia, was also a serious stamp collector, 
and also became Uncle Henry’s friend. Uncle Henry used to rem¬ 
inisce about tranquil evenings spent in Buckingham Palace, with 
the King and himself working at their albums, and Queen Mary 
embroidering. He remembered huddles between the King, 
Nicky, and himself over stamps; during these sessions, though he 
was not strictly one of the family, he must have felt almost like a 
cousin. After Uncle Henry’s death, his stamp collection, which 
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he had bequeathed to his wife, was privately sold, for a million 
and a half dollars. King George’s collection is still at Buckingham 
Palace, and what happened to Nicky’s collection is not known. 
The Duveens dearly loved a queen. Queen Mary was a friend and 
patron of Joseph Duveen, For many years he often accompanied 
her to art galleries. 

The firm of Duveen Brothers, dealers in furniture and objects of 
virtu, was established in 1879; Joseph Joel Duveen, presiding over 
the Oxford Street shop, and Uncle Henry, presiding over his 
Maiden Lane walk-up, were partners. In 1886, Joseph Joel sent 
liis son Joseph, then seventeen, on his first trip to America, to get 
several months’ experience in Uncle Henry’s place and to size up 
the country - a country whose art intake he was to boost so 
astonishingly and whose taste he was to revolutionize single- 
handed. He crossed in the Cunarder Etruria ; he had heard a great 
deal about her, and he was disappointed by her smallness. He was 
also disappointed by the smallness of Uncle Henry’s establishment. 
It served well enough for Altman, Morgan, and Uncle Henry, but 
Joseph didn’t care for it. Before Uncle Henry knew what was up, 
lie had been hustled out of Maiden Lane to what Joseph considered 
a more becoming location, on Fifth Avenue just below the old 
Waldorf. The Cambridge Hotel, then perhaps the most chic in 
New York, was also close by. When the landlord asked for 
security, Joseph, with the lordly manner King George V was later 
to make official, paid him six months’ rent in advance. The day 
he got his bewildered uncle into the new quarters, somebody came 
in and asked to look at a certain tapestry. It was William C. Whit¬ 
ney. Joseph parted with the tapestry for ten thousand dollars. 
When he got back to London, he reported to his father that not 
only had he moved Duveen Brothers to the smartest location in 
New York but he had acquired for them an American customer 
who appeared to have taste. Uncle Henry’s attitude towards his 
prodigious nephew had about it something of the resignation with 
which one submits to a tornado. ‘ This boy is a genius, but he will 
drive me crazy,’ he said. 

One day not long after Joseph’s return to London, a stocky 
gentleman with a marked Irish brogue, accompanied by his wife, 
a modest, unassuming little woman in a plumed hat, walked into 
the shop in Oxford Street. They looked like a country couple 
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dressed up for a visit to the city. They asked to see some screens. 
Joseph Joel had recently had several made up of fine old Spanish 
leather, and he told Joseph to bring them out. The lady, in 
ecstasy, bought one screen after another. As the sales mounted, 
the elder Duvcen whispered to his son to find out quickly who 
these people were. Joseph went into consultation with their 
coachman - an early instance of his lifelong practice of picking up 
useful intelligence from servants. He wrote the customers’ name 
on a slip of paper, and handed it to his father. ‘You may think it 
strange, Mr. Duveen, that I am buying so many screens,’ the 
woman was saying just then. ‘Not at all, Lady Guinness,’ replied 
the proprietor. ‘You have many fine homes, and you are quite 
right to supply them with screens. ’ With the delight of anonymity 
welcoming recognition, Lady Guinness beamed at her husband. 
‘You see, Edward,’ she said, ‘Mr. Duveen knows who we are!’ 
When, years afterwards, Joseph Duveen told the story to one of 
the sons of the purchaser of the screens, Guinness said, ‘At last I 
know why we had such a bloody lot of screens in the house.’ 

Since the purchaser. Sir Edward Guinness, later Lord Iveagh, 
was one of the richest men in England, the elder Duveen was en¬ 
chanted by the episode, but it had an entirely different effect on 
his son. The pleasure the father took in selling thousands of 
pounds’ worth of screens to the Guinnesses indicated to the son a 
circumscribed and unimaginative outlook. For he knew that while 
Guinness was picking up these knick-knacks in Oxford Street for 
trifling sums, he was spending millions of pounds on paintings and 
sculptures in Bond Street, chiefly with Agnew’s. Guinness, 
simply by his purchases for his famous art collection at Ken Wood 
House, Hampstead, made Agnew’s rich. The inner illumination 
that sometimes converts playboys into dedicated men, wastrels 
into saints, must have flared up in Joseph. He determined to deal 
in paintings and sculptures. His father and Uncle Henry felt that 
since they knew practically nothing about paintings and sculptures, 
they had better slick to their own province, which was porcelains, 
furnitures, tapestries, and silver. Moreover, they were aware that 
dealing in paintings and sculptures was risky, because of the diffi¬ 
culties of authentication. ‘It made me sick at my stomach to see 
people like Lord Iveagh buying mere art objects from us and 
paintings elsewhere,’ said Joseph Duveen some years later. ‘My 
father was satisfied, my Uncle Henry was satisfied, my brothers 
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were satisfied, but I was not.’ His mind, like theirs, was a tabula 
rasa as far as pictures were concerned, but he promptly set about 
making entries. He began an intensive courtship of experts that 
was to continue for the rest of his life. The biggest man in the field 
then was Dr. Wilhelm von Bode, director of the Kaiser Friedrich 
Museum in Berlin, and the world’s leading authority on Rem¬ 
brandt. Duvecn went to Berlin and got Dr. von Bode to advise 
him. He then began to advise his father. With headlong impetu¬ 
osity, he started to make enormous financial commitments for the 
firm, and cajoled his father as best he could into stringing along 
with him. He bought like a man possessed. 

Joseph Duveen made his real debut as an art dealer in i9or, 
when he paid the biggest price which up to that time had been 
paid for a painting sold at a British auction- £14,03-0. The picture 
was ‘ Lady Louisa Manners ’, by John Hoppner. (He started paying 
high, and kept stepping it up higher the rest of his life.) The fact 
that he had to sell his first picture at a loss did not deter him from 
buying more and more. Finally, in 1906, in Berlin, he soared into 
the ether and bought for two and a half million dollars the famous 
Oskar Hainaucr Collection, the official catalogue of which had 
been prepared by Dr. von Bode. The price made the newcomer a 
major figure in the art world. Duveen called his father's attention 
to the lucky circumstance that the collection contained a vast 
number of objects of virtu. His father couldn’t resist them; in¬ 
deed, they made the elder Duveen’s mouth water so much that he 
swallowed the paintings, too. The objects of virtu in the Hainaucr 
Collection began at once to sell furiously, and this made it easier 
for Duveen to persuade his father to let him buy another collec¬ 
tion — the Rodolphe Kann. Joseph made the point to his father- 
in talking up the advantage of buying collections, as against buying 
pictures and sculptures individually - that when one bought a 
famous collection for a lump sum, the potential repurchaser of a 
particular item could have no idea of its price, as he would if that 
item had been sold separately at public auction. You could fix 
your price at will, and the purchaser had no standard to go by. 
But the stark fact that stared the elder Duveen in the face was that 
the art was in his storehouse, the purchasers were non-existent, 
and the firm’s debts were monumental. Joseph bought the Rodol¬ 
phe Kann Collection at a private sale in Paris, with a loan of five 
million dollars he rot from the firm’s bank. As his father suffered 
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from high blood pressure and Duveen didn’t wish to send it up still 
farther, he didn’t inform him that this collection consisted almost 
entirely of pictures and sculptures. His father found it out, how¬ 
ever, and the elder Duveen, who had been so happy selling screens 
and hadn’t divined the art hunger of American millionaires, felt 
that his world was collapsing. Shortly after Joseph’s acquisition of 
the Rodolphe Kann Collection, his father mercifully died of 
apoplexy. 

A few months after his father’s death, Joseph Duveen un- 
hesitantly bought still another Paris collection, the Maurice Kann, 
for which he paid three million dollars. The firm now had nearly 
ten and a half million dollars invested in three collections - mostly 
pictures and sculptures about which Uncle Henry and Joseph’s 
seven brothers knew very little. Since Joseph did at least know 
Dr. von Bode, he had a great tactical advantage in dealing with his 
uncle and his brothers. As things worked out, the vast hetero¬ 
geneity of these three collections formed the backbone of Joseph 
Duveen’s business. Up to the day he died, in 1939, he was still 
selling pictures and sculptures from these collections; their ac¬ 
quisition so early and the gradual selling of them over a period of 
nearly four decades has been called, by those close to the art busi¬ 
ness, the most singular feat of long-range investment in art history. 
Fi-om these three original collections, thirteen pictures eventually 
went to Altman, three to Frick, and others to H. E. Huntington 
and Morgan. The last trip Duveen made to see his old friend andl 
client Huntington in California was in 1926. It was not a frivolous, 
trip. He was too modest to think that Huntington wanted to see 
him for himself alone, so he was accompanied by a freight car con¬ 
taining his wares. Among diem were many items from the old 
Hainauer and Kann Collections. Duveen sold Huntington the- 
entire contents of the freight car. How many times Duveen multi¬ 
plied his investment of ten and a half million in his first three- 
collections cannot be accurately computed (indeed, as he made 
clear, that had been one reason for buying them), but the incre¬ 
ment was enormous. 

Joseph Joel Duveen left his children and Uncle Henry an estate- 
of close to seven million dollars. When the estate was settled, it 
was found that about two million was in cash. The rest was tied 
up in the business, of which Uncle Henry owned thirty-five per 
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cent and Joseph fifteen per cent. How the rest was divided up, no 
one outside the family knows. As long as Uncle Henry lived, he 
was the defoima head of the company and Joseph was the de facto 
head. At Uncle Henry’s death, in 1919, Joseph bought his thirty- 
five per cent and took full command. All the shares his brothers 
and sisters received at the time of their father’s death Joseph 
ultimately bought, almost entirely on credit. Several of the 
brothers took an active part in the business — or as active a part as 
was possible in a firm that contained Joseph Duvccn. John, who 
was the first to be paid off, and in cash, immediately retired. 
Ernest helped run the Paris gallery, which was opened shortly 
before the father died, and then left it to become an official in an 
insurance firm in London, where he handled the Duveen account. 
Edward worked in the London shop on a salary. Charles had the 
temerity to go into the decorating business for himself. Duveen 
paid him £j,ooo a year not to use his last name professionally. 
Duveen grandly ignored the excessive proliferation sometimes 
indulged in by nature; there was only one Duveen and that was 
Joseph, and he did not wish the art-buying public to be confused. 
So Charles became Charles of London, Benjamin, after being 
bought out by Joseph, became a salaried connoisseur in the New 
York gallery; lie was even permitted to have his own customers. 
Louis became manager of the London gallery; when he died, in 
1920, Duveen bought his share of the business, on credit. 
Louis’s estate was soon threatening lawsuits, but no suits material¬ 
ized. 

The impulse to sue was an endemic family trait. All their lives, 
die Duveen brothers and sisters pressed for their shares of the 
■estate; all his life, Joseph sought to keep them off balance by 
unexpectedly paying them large sums of money. At one time, he 
•owed them a total of eleven million dollars, and he doled them 
out a half million or a million at a time, when he had it handy. 
When, however, they wanted more than he doled out, or wanted 
all he owed them, he sat back and blandly invited them to go 
ahead and sue. This invitation, attractive as it was, they realized 
'they couldn’t accept. Most of the firm’s money - and a great deal 
more — was invested in pictures and sculptures, and Joseph was 
the only one in the family who knew what anything was worth or 
what it might bring. Their one hope of getting cash lay in Joseph’s 
^theoretical ability to sell not only the incalculable jumble of stuff 
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he had to begin with but all the pictures and sculptures he con¬ 
tinued to acquire. When Joseph said ‘Sue me’ he half meant it. 
Lawsuits gave his life savour; suits against him by competitors, by 
outraged collectors about whose choice items (bought from rival 
dealers) Duveen made disparaging remarks, by customers, and, in 
one instance, by the government of the United States were a cease¬ 
less obbligato to his life. He himself got too much pleasure out of 
litigation to deny the same pleasure to his relatives. But they 
never really treated themselves to it, no matter how often they 
threatened to. Their threats sometimes sounded so genuine, how¬ 
ever, that Duveen had almost as much fun as if they had actually 
sued. As a result, he was seldom bored. 

Not long after buying his third big collection, Joseph Duveen, 
confident in the knowledge that he owned the greatest inventory 
of works of art any art dealer had ever owned, sailed for New 
York with the intention of making it his headquarters. He had 
begun to siphon off some of these gems through Uncle Heniy, who 
was permitted to sell them to his American clients. Uncle Henry 
once more found his nephew’s presence not only exhilarating but 
disturbing. Joseph wanted him to move again. Now tire possessor 
of a princely store of art, Joseph felt that he must have a showcase 
commensurate with its magnificence. He leased the north-west 
corner of Fifty-sixth Street and Fifth Avenue, cleared the site, and 
there put up the Ministry of Marine. Uncle Henry was appalled 
by his nephew’s grandiose ways, but his nephew’s optimism and 
impetuosity overwhelmed him. ‘I have it sold,’ Joseph told him, 
referring to his inventory. ‘You have everything sold,’ said Uncle 
Henry helplessly, ‘Show me the bill of sale.’ 

Meanwhile, in romance as well as in business, Joseph had proved 
himself unpredictable. In 1899, he was engaged to marry the 
daughter of Isaac Lewis, who was one of the South African gold 
millionaires. The wedding was to be held in London. Duvcen’s 
Aunt Dora, Uncle Henry’s wife, went over for it and took with 
her a lovely young friend of hers, Elsie .Salamon, the daughter of a 
New York tobacco merchant of moderate means. Miss Salamon 
was just along for the ride. At one of the prenuptial parties, Du¬ 
veen met her. The effect on him was so powerful that he called 
off his marriage to Miss Lewis and, with Miss SaJamon’s consent, 
married Miss Salamon instead. The marriage lasted till Duveen’s 
death. The Duveens had one child, a daughter they named 
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Dorothy; now married to a surgeon, she is living in London as is 
Lady Duveen. 

Duveen Brothers never advertised specific wares and never 
employed salesmen in Joseph’s lifetime. In the beginning, all sales, 
except of insignificant items, were engineered by the Duvcens 
diemselvcs: Uncle Henry, Joseph, and Benjamin in New York, 
Louis in London, Ernest in Paris. The rest of the staff consisted of, 
in die words of a former member of it, ‘gentlemen ushers, who 
just walked around and knew a lot’. This sophistication extended 
even to the stockrooms. One day early in 1910, a disgruntled 
clerk employed there went, after an argument with Benjamin, to 
Delmonico’s for solace. While there, he confided to the head 
waiter certain facts about some Duveen importations; after dis¬ 
cussing them for a while, the two men decided to go to William 
Loeb, Jr., the Collector of the Customs of the Port of New York, 
and confide in him. He was willing to listen, because up to 1909 
all art treasures had been subject to duty, and the Duveen impor¬ 
tations under discussion had come in before 1909. As a result of 
the clerk’s revelations, there fell on the Duvcens an unimaginable 
disaster: the famous Duveen smuggling case, which, in the end, 
led to the family’s paying die government of the United States the 
biggest settlement fine in the history of American jurisprudence 
up to that time. At four in the afternoon of Thursday, October 
13, 1910, a squad of three customs agents and three special agents 
from die United States District Attorney’s office entered the 
office of Duveen Brothers with warrants calling for a search of 
the premises and the seizure of certain art treasures. Wagons drew 
up at die rear of the establishment and were loaded with books 
and papers covering the firm’s business for the past several years. 
Warrants also called for the arrest of Joseph, Benjamin, Louis, and 
Uncle Henry Duveen, on charges that by means of false and fraudu¬ 
lent invoices three Chinese porcelain vases had been brought into 
the country on February io, 1908, at less dian their true value. 
The value on which duty was paid had been $1,100, whereas the 
actual value - the price paid for the vases in Europe - was not less 
than $28,000. 

Benjamin, who must have wished diat he had been more 
conciliatory towards the stock clerk, was the only Duveen in the 
gallery at the time. He was arrested, taken to the office of the 
District Attorney, and held in fifty thousand dollars bail, which 
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the firm’s lawyers, Stem & Corbitt, quickly put up, giving real 
estate as security. Joseph and Louis Duvecn were both in England, 
and Uncle Henry was due to arrive from England that night on the 
Lusitania. Customs men were waiting to grab him when the ship 
came into the harbour about ten o’clock. They boarded the ship 
before it docked and brought Uncle Henry ashore in a revenue 
cutter. His bail was seventy-five thousand dollars. He signed for it 
and then went home to try to get some sleep. The next morning, 
Uncle Henry felt that in making his way through the diffi¬ 
culties that loomed before him he would need more imposing 
representation than Stern & Corbitt could afford him. He asked 
some distinguished friends to make suggestions. Five of them 
wrote out a list of law firms. The name of one firm - Stanchfield & 
Levy - appeared on all five lists, and Uncle Henry decided on that 
one. There is a story in legal circles to the effect that Uncle 
Henry let himself in for more than was necessary when he engaged 
counsel. He called at the office of the eminent John B, Stanch- 
ficld to ask him to handle the case. Stanchfield had just taken on 
a junior associate, and while Uncle Henry waited in the outer 
office, Stanchfield discussed with this young man what he should 
ask for a retainer. ‘You go and talk to him,’ said Stanchfield 
finally. ‘Try him out on ten thousand dollars.’ The novice went 
out, passed the time of day with Uncle Henry, talked a bit about 
the case, and then brought up the question of money. Uncle 
Henry inquired politely what Mr. Stanchfield’s notion of a retain- 
ingfeewas. ‘Ten thousand,’said the novice. ‘Dollars or pounds?’ 
asked Uncle Henry. Instantly, by the utterance of a monosyllable, 
the novice became a professional. ‘Pounds,’ he said, and Uncle 
Henry nodded his assent. 

A piquant circumstance connected with the case was the fact 
that the Customs Collector, having a rather cloudy sense of values 
about works of art coming into the Port of New York, had been 
relying for some time on Uncle Henry as his expert. The secret 
wish-dreams that rival art firms had harboured about the Duveens 
seemed about to contie true when the famous smuggling case 
started; they were gleeful. Their homicidal gaiety was all the 
greater because Uncle Henry, in his advice to die Bureau of Cus¬ 
toms, had put high valuations on the works imported by his com¬ 
petitors. It now appeared that he had been more modest about his 
own It h-d been an addition-l exacerbation to some of Duveen’s 
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rivals that Uncle Henry, while in a position to appraise their im¬ 
portations, also ladled out to them the pious maxims of a man who 
is himself immaculate. One of them was ‘ Avoid lawsuits ’, a piece 
of advice lhat blithely ignored the fact that the Duvcens were 
themselves almost constantly involved in several. It is easy to 
understand how Uncle Henry got his avuncular nickname. He was 
plump, geniality radiated from his countenance, and his Bairns- 
father moustache belonged to the kind of man addicted to sitting 
in ample armchairs and dandling children on his knees. When the 
smuggling case arose, several unemotional men were willing to go 
to extraordinary lengths to do something for Uncle Henry. 

The case hung fire for more than a year. The Duvcens, it was 
charged, were in the habit of putting valuations on the works of 
art they imported that had no relation to their actual worth. It 
was also charged that they had a tendency to send over lovely old 
cabinets whose locked drawers held rolled-up paintings and 
tapestries that had been absent-mindedly stored away in them and 
then forgotten. The government held that every shipment includ¬ 
ing even one undervalued item should be forfeited. The govern¬ 
ment’s demands on the Duvcens started at six million dollars, then 
climbed to eight, and eventually hit ten. After long and patient 
whittling, the Duveens’ lawyers got the government down to a 
modest one million two hundred thousand. At that moment, a 
tapestry the Duveens had sold to George J. Gould was found by the 
government sleuths to have been undervalued. This upped the 
final claim to one million four hundred thousand dollars. (The 
government comforted itself for not getting the ten million it had 
been asking for by slapping a fine of ten or fifteen thousand dollars 
on each of the Duveens still in the business.) The Duveeus didn’t 
have one million four hundred thousand dollars handy. At this 
point, the aura of Uncle Henry’s benevolent personality shone out 
to save them. It was an awful lot to ask of an aura, but Untie 
Henry’s made it. J. P. Morgan sent for one of the Duveens’ 
lawyers to come to see him in his private office on the top floor of 
the Bankers Trust, at Wall and Nassau Streets. When the lawyer 
entered the oiflee, the great man was sitting behind his desk. On 
this occasion, Morgan revealed himself as a kind of Grumpy, 
horrendous in manner but with a heart of gold. 1-Ie transfixed his 
visitor with his piercing black eyes and barked, ‘Going to get 
Uncle Henry oif?’ The lawyer said that he’d like nothing better 
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but that the government had put a trifling obstacle in the way. 
‘Get him off, get him off,’ barked Morgan. The lawyer then be¬ 
came specific about the obstacle. It would require one million 
four hundred thousand dollars, he was forced to say. ‘We’ve got 
to get Uncle Henry off,’ Morgan said, sticking to the theme. 
‘Chauncey Jones will take care of it.’ Chauncey Jones, it turned 
out, was Morgan's switchboard operator and handyman, but he 
must also have been a man of parts. When his boss asked him to 
get one million four hundred diousand dollars for Stanchfield & 
Levy, he didn’t bat an eye. He pulled out his switches and ambled 
over to the First National Bank. The next day, Stanchfield, whose 
office was at 120 Broadway, a block or two away from the Bankers 
Trust, received, in an envelope containing no other communica¬ 
tion, a cheque for one million four hundred thousand. Uncle 
Henry got off. In the process, Joseph Duveen, whom Morgan 
didn’t particularly care for, also got off, but Morgan couldn’t help 
himself. 

At the time, all their rivals in the art world were convinced that 
the Duvecns were finished. Joseph Duveen, who ten years before 
had been a mere furniture dealer, had said things about the works 
of art owned by his rivals that were not altogether flattering. Be¬ 
cause it seemed inevitable that he was now through for all time, 
they began, somewhat prematurely, not to miss him. Certainly 
the outlook for the Duvcens was unpromising, and Uncle Henry’s 
morale had been shattered. But Joseph was imperturbable. The 
very magnitude of the settlement pleased Duveen, who loved the 
grandiose wherever he encountered it. ‘Who else would have so 
big a settlement?’ he asked one of his friendly enemies a few days 
after the case ended. There was no answer to this question; Iris 
rivals conceded his superiority. The nephew tried to buck up the 
uncle. The jig was by no means up, he said. He pointed out that 
neither Morgan nor Altman nor Widener nor Gould had been con¬ 
victed of any crime, and that there was no reason for the Duveens 
to snub them. He also pointed out that none of the works of art 
the Duvecns owned had been convicted of any crime, and, further, 
that since the works of art were now in the possession of what 
could technically be called smugglers, it was all the more urgent 
to move them. Besides, he said, the Duveens were the victims 
of a quirk in legal chronology; inasmuch as a law providing that 
no duty be collected on works of art over twenty years old had 
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been passed in 1909, the United States government was merely 
penalizing the Duvecns for being prophetic. (In 1930, the law was 
revised to make all works of art over a hundred years old duty free.) 
In the days before 1909, Morgan himself had, in order to avoid 
paying the tremendous duties, kept many of his works of art in his 
London home. But the Duveens were educators; they were out 
to elevate American taste, and they couldn’t do that if they kept 
their works of art in London. To show Uncle Henry what good 
company they were in, Duveen pointed out that just a few years 
earlier Mrs. Jack Gardner, of Boston, had also felt that she had a 
justified grievance against customs. For a long time, her friends in 
Italy had been trying to buy for her a fresco by Piero della Fran¬ 
cesca. The Italian government wanted to keep the fresco in Italy, 
but in 1906 Mrs. Gardner’s friends finally won out. When the 
picture arrived in New York, together with some tapestries from 
the Charles M. Ffoulke Collection and a marble bust of Cardinal 
Riario by Verrocchio, the customs agents collected huge duties on 
her purchases. An indignant editorial in a Boston paper read: 

When the duties of $ 1 30,000 on the old masters, valued at $80,000, 
have been paid, it may perhaps dawn on Mrs J. L. Gardner how griev¬ 
ously she has offended against this great and glorious republic, in trying 
to import works of art. The law of this republic is very strict with all 
misguided persons who dare to bring to this land paintings, or statuary, 
or valuable works of research. What these persons should do, if they 
wish to be favourably regarded by the law, is import dogs. A snarling, 
blear-eyed bulldog of uncertain walk and disagreeable temper, valued 
at $10,000, can be imported free of duly. A yelping, howling, snap¬ 
ping poodle, of no earthly good to himself or humanity, but valued at 
$8,000, can be imported duty free. An obese, ungainly, and repulsive 
dachshund of a value of $3,000 can be imported duty free. It is 
expected that all good and wealthy citizens will spend their money in 
decorating the land of the free with high art of this variety, and if the 
animals are 'pedigreed', no duty will be charged. But any millionaire 
who tries to import works by Titian, Rubens, or Turner, is lucky if he 
escapes jail. All of which proves us to be a logical, reasonable, and 
highly intelligent nation. 

Troubles, Joseph Duveen found, come not in single spies hut in 
battalions. When the reverberations of the smuggling case were 
beginning to fade, the firm suffered two blows that were, if any¬ 
thing, more devastating. In 1913, although he was engaged in 
many negotiations with the Duveens, Morgan died. It was the only 
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time he ever let Uncle Henry down. He owed the firm a quarter 
of a million dollars, and his estate immediately paid it, but a 
quarter of a million dollars was small change compared to what the 
Duveens would have got had he lived. A few months later, Du- 
veen suffered another blow, equally severe, in the death of Alt¬ 
man. This had a special poignance. Shortly after the smuggling 
case ended, Duveen had gone after a great picture known as the 
‘ Small Cowpcr Madonna ’, by Raphael. For it he happily paid more 
than a half-million dollars in cash, despite the fact that his firm had 
just had to pay nearly a million and a half to the government. 
While Duveen was taking on this new obligation, Altman agreed 
to buy the picture from him for three-quarters of a million. But 
when the Raphael arrived, Altman was no longer alive to receive 
it. Duveen couldn’t grieve full time over Altman’s death; he had 
to worry about what to do with the Raphael, since even in his circle 
three-quartcr-million-dollar customers were rare. The agreement 
between Altman and Duveen had been oral, and, finding no evi¬ 
dence of sale, Altman’s executors declined to accept the picture. 
(Duvccn’s remark about Altman’s travelling like a Cook’s tourist 
did not predispose Altman’s executors in his favour.) By this petu¬ 
lance, the executors deprived the departed Altman of what would 
have been one of the finest things in the Altman Collection. 

All his life, Joseph Duveen was in a race with death; his cus¬ 
tomers were mostly getting on in years. Now, caught in this 
nexus of disaster, Uncle Henry himself wanted to die, but his 
nephew forbade it. It was a luxury the firm couldn’t afford. 
Something had to be done about die Raphael. Duveen rallied 
Uncle Henry, and sent him to Philadelphia to sec P, A. B. Wid- 
ener, die only member of his dwindling band rich enough to buy 
the Raphael. There was no time to lose; Widener’s healdi was 
poor. (Two years later, he, too, died,) It may be assumed that 
when Duveen sent Uncle Henry off on the train to Philadelphia, 
he made him take an express. Uncle Henry brought home the 
bacon. He sold the Raphael to Widener for seven hundred thou¬ 
sand dollars. This was fifty thousand dollars less than the picture 
would have brought if deadi had not removed Altman from the 
scene, but then there were a certain few inexorabilities that even 
Duveen could not subdue. 
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the activities in the United States a half-century ago that made 
possible the advent of the Duveen Era were on a titanic scale. The 
tumultuous exertions and accomplishments to be found in the 
great coal and iron mines, in the flourishing department stores, in 
the prodigious chains of five-and-tens, in the great public utilities 
and networks of railroads and banking houses, in the breath-taking 
corporate pyramiding that reached its climax with the merging of 
ten giant steel companies into J. P. Morgan’s ‘billion-dollar trust’, 
in the apogee of finance capitalism, which was bringing its masters 
a material wealth without precedent - all this was interesting and 
praiseworthy, as far as it went, but to Duveen it was merely an 
overture to the fantastic and costly opera he was himself prepared 
to produce. The emperors of the immense commercial realms of 
the period were rich in power but poor in panoply. It had all hap¬ 
pened so quickly. For the most part, the millionaires of this era 
could trace the origins of their fortunes to the struggles of their 
own youth - on farms, in offices, in machine shops or butcher 
shops, behind the counters of country stores, William Randolph 
Hearst and Andrew Mellon and John D. Rockefeller, Jr., and 
William C. Whitney were among the exceptions; they were the 
aristocrats, with a tradition of substantiality that reached back a 
generation. Most of the rest - H. E. Huntington and Henry Clay 
Frick, Andrew Carnegie and Benjamin Altman, P. A. B. Widener, 
E. T. Stotesbury, and Samuel H. Kress — remembered shirt-sleeved 
rather than imperial pasts. How could they obliterate these 
memories? How could they drown them in splendour? Duveen 
showed them how. 

The passion of these newly rich Americans for industrial merger 
yielded to an even more insistent passion for a merger of their 
newly acquired domains with more ancient ones; they wanted to 
c 49 
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veneer their arrivlsme with the traditional. It would be gratifying 
to feel, as you drove up to your porte-cochere in Pittsburgh, that 
you were one with the jaded Renaissance Venetian who had just 
returned from a sitting for Titian; to feel, as you walked by the 
ranks of gleaming and authentic suits of armour in your mansion on 
Long Island - and passed the time of day with your private 
armourer - that it was only an accident of chronology that had put 
you in a counting house when you might have been jousting with 
other kings in the Tournament of Love; to push aside the heavy 
damask tablecloth on a magnificent Louis XIV dining-room table, 
making room for a green-shaded office lamp, beneath which you 
scanned the report of last month’s profit from the Saginaw branch, 
and then, looking up, catch a glimpse of Mrs. Richard Brinsley 
Sheridan and flick the fantasy that presently you would be ordering 
your sedan chair, because the loveliest girl in London was ex¬ 
pecting you for tea. 

It was Frick’s custom to have an organist in on Saturday after¬ 
noons to fill the gallery of his mansion at Seventieth Street and 
Fifth Avenue with the majestic strains of ‘The Rosary’ and ‘Silver 
Threads Among the Gold’ while he himself sat on a Renaissance 
throne, and every now and then looked up from his Saturday Evening 
Post to contemplate the works of Van Dyck and Rembrandt, or, 
when he was enthroned in their special atelier, the more frolicsome 
improvisations of Fragonard and Boucher. Surely Frick must have 
felt, as he sat there, that only time separated him from Lorenzo 
and the other Medicis. Morgan commissioned the English art 
authority Dr. George C. Williamson to prepare catalogues of his 
vast collections. Williamson spent years travelling all over 
the world to check on the authenticity and the history of certain 
items and to supervise the work on the catalogues. The last one he 
completed for his patron was The Morgan Book of Watches. For the 
illustrations, gold and silver leaf was used, laid on so thick that 
the engraved designs of the watches could be reproduced 
exactly. Morgan was in Rome when he received this catalogue, on 
Christmas Day, 1912, andhecabled Williamson, inNew York, ‘rr 

IS THE MOST BEAUTIFUL BOOK I HAVE EVER SEEN.’ It Was lying by 
Morgan’s bedside when he died in Rome, early in 1913. 

Duveen boasted that he understood the psychology of his dozen 
biggest customers much better than his competitors did. In his 
peculiar semantics, ‘to understand psychology’ meant to be able 
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to guess how much the traffic would bear, and under that inter¬ 
pretation his boast was not an empty one. He always knew how 
to shift the interest of his customers - or, more accurately, his 
protdgds - from, their original fields of accumulation to his own, and 
to persuade them, moreover, that his was the more exalted. The 
truth was that after having spent a lifetime making money, Du- 
veen’s proteges were rich enough to go anywhere and do anything 
but didn’t know where to go or what to do or even how to do 
nothing gracefully. After the Americans had splurged on yachts 
and horses and houses, they were stymied. There were no noble 
titles to be earned - or bought - and lived up to, as there were in 
Europe, and if diey ever made an attempt to do nothing gracefully, 
they were hampered by the Puritanic and democratic tradition 
that held such a life sinful. Whenever they let themselves go, they 
had a feeling of guilt. Stotesbury, in a grey business suit and a high 
stiff collar, with a panama hat clamped down on his head, stood in 
die blazing sunshine of the tremendous patio of El Mirasol, his 
Palm Beach home, and said to one of his architects, who had 
recently added a wing to it, ‘It cost too much for ninety days!’ And 
when his wife spent two hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars 
on Wingwood House, their place at Bar Harbour, he said the same 
thing again. He felt the same way about Whitemarsh Hall and 
Winoga, his two places at Chestnut Hill. A European of compar¬ 
able means who spent ninety days in one of his residences would 
very likely have felt that whatever it had cost him was justified, on 
the principle that ninety days was a segment of time that was worth 
enjoying even if at the end of it he went somewhere else. When 
the American millionaires of the era said, ‘I don’t care what it 
costs’, as they often did, they were silently adding, ‘So long as I 
have something to show for it,’ And what they had to show for it 
had to be at once enviable and uplifting. Duveen was like an 
answer to a prayer. 

Duveen's dealings with the American monarchs were con¬ 
ducted according to a carefully thought-out economic formula. 
He more than once asked a prospective client, ‘Do you realize that 
the only tiling you can spend a hundred thousand dollars on with¬ 
out incurring an obligation to spend a great deal more for its 
upkeep is a picture ? Once you 've bought it, it costs you only a few 
hundred dollars every fifteen years for cleaning.’ It was a revolu¬ 
tionary sales argument, and one admirably adapted to American 
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royalty. By advancing it, Duveen satisfied two conflicting desires 
in his little covey of important customers: the desire for con¬ 
spicuous consumption and the desire for economy. An effective 
supplementary sales argument, which he used repeatedly, was: 
‘You can always make more money, but if you miss this picture, 
you’ll never get another like it, for it is unique.’ It was the sort of 
home truth Duvecn’s clients understood. 

Since Duveen’s death, one of the sunniest of the commentators 
on him and his era has been Mrs. William Randolph Hearst. 
Most people remember Duvecn with a mixture of acrimony, 
envy, and admiration. In some instances, the acrimony is 
undiluted, but the mixture is more typical. After Duveen died, 
in 1939, a famous rival dealer delivered himself of an ambivalent 
eulogy. ‘We miss him, but we are glad that he has gone,’ he said. 
Certainly Duveen did plenty in his lifetime to mitigate for his rivals 
any melancholy they might have been expected to feel when he 
died. Mrs. Hearst, a woman who views most of the phenomena of 
life with sympathetic detachment, liked Duveen. She saw his side. 
She regarded the collecting mania of her husband and his friends (a 
circle that included Rockefeller, Mellon, and many others) as a 
harmless, if expensive, exercise of vanity, as something they 
indulged in to relieve the tension of their workaday lives. It was a 
tax-free time, she recalled in a recent reminiscent discussion, and 
the men in her crowd thought nothing of buying a pair of 
hawthorn vases at sixty thousand dollars apiece. Mrs. Hearst said 
that the richest man in America - she described him affectionately 
as a ‘stingy feller’ — ended up by paying a million dollars for one 
tapestry. She described Duveen as ‘a gentleman salesman in a 
cut-away’, and added, ‘He met you with everything he had.’ 
Duveen’s connoisseurship was so respected by her husband and his 
friends that only with fear and trembling did they show him the 
possessions they had garnered before they came under his guidance. 
Mrs. Hearst remembered a touching scene. Her own apartment 
was ‘full of stuff’ - antique furniture, paintings, sculptures, tapes¬ 
tries. The clou of the collection, her husband’s pride, was two 
Rosscllino (or allegedly Rossellino) bas-reliefs of angels. Mrs. 
Hearst described Duveen’s manner as her husband showed him 
around the apartment for the first time. Duveen moved through 
the clutter of antiques, tapestries, and statuary with the air of a 
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man who has plenty of thoughts but is too well bred to voice them. 
Finally, the increasingly despondent host stood him before the two 
angels. Duvecn made a barely audible remark that cast doubt on 
their legitimacy, then left, presumably to comfort himself with 
the contemplation, at his own place, of some genuine Duvecns. 
There was a sad interval after his departure; Hearst was like a 
college boy who, after cramming hard for an exam, has the terrible 
feeling that he’s flunked it. He was suddenly seized by a devasta¬ 
ting doubt about everything he had. He shouted despairingly to 
Mrs. Hearst, ‘If those angels aren’t right, then nothing is right! ’ 
Duvcen’s losing fight against the campaigns of attrition under¬ 
taken by Mrs. Hearst’s husband and his friends to loosen his hold 
on his cherished possessions was something that she was in a 
position to observe minutely. A pertinent episode began one day 
when she and her husband had a difference of opinion about some¬ 
thing of no real importance. For the moment, Hearst was 
extremely upset by this difference, and he left the house feeling the 
need of solace. Unlike many husbands in similar circumstances, 
he sought it at Duveen’s gallery on Fifth Avenue. Duveen was 
himself just about to leave there, with Van Dyck’s portrait of 
‘Queen Henrietta Maria with Jeffrey Hudson and a Monkey’, 
when Hearst walked in. He gave Hearst a peek at the Queen and 
her companions. Somehow, for Hearst, this peek was just what 
the doctor ordered; he felt that if he could only have Henrietta 
Maria, he would feel better. Unfortunately, Duveen, fond as he 
was of Hearst, was unable to give him this assuagement. He had 
promised Henrietta Maria to Lady Duveen, and it was a promise 
which he could not possibly go back on. Things were a little 
delicate in his own home, because of the high degree of mobility of 
the furnishings and decorations there; her husband’s soft-hearted 
inability to say no to men like Hearst meant that in the morning 
Lady Duveen often found herself missing familiar and lovely 
objects that had been there the night before. After this refusal, 
Henrietta Maria looked all the more desirable to Mr. Hearst, and 
he insisted that he must have her. An imperialist in his own domain, 
he was not used to being denied anything that he wanted very 
badly. As Hearst begged, Duveen became plaintive; he implored 
Hearst to see things from his point of view. Hearst wouldn’t. In 
those few minutes, it had become somehow vital to him to take 
Henrietta home. To take Henrietta home was, unhappily, vital to 
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Duveen, too. There was a tug of war. After some time, Duveen 
suggested that if he did let Hearst take Henrietta home, he would 
have to charge so much for the privilege that he wouldn’t advise 
him to insist. Hearst, poker-faced, now felt he had Duveen. The 
tug of war continued for a while, but Hearst’s victory was no 
longer in doubt. Finally, Duveen, in a sentimental conviction that 
Hearst’s need was greater than his own, weakened. ‘All right, 
take her! ’ he said. The price was three hundred and seventy-five 
thousand dollars. By the time Hearst got home, he had begun to 
cool off about Henrietta. He thought that perhaps he had spent too 
much to coddle a temporary malaise, and he felt rather sheepish 
when he had to confess to Mrs. Hearst what he had done. ‘I’ve 
done a terrible thing,’ he said. ‘I’ve gone over to Joe Duveen’s 
and bought a picture.’ And, he went on to say, he had paid three 
hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars for it. Mildly, Mrs. 
Hearst remarked that when she was upset, she just went out and 
bought a hat. However, when she saw the Van Dyck, she liked it 
and told her husband to forget the whole thing. 

‘Tire fact is,’ Mrs. Hearst said, in relating the episode, ‘you 
couldn’t buy anything from Duveen 1 Everything was either in 
reserve for somebody else or he had promised it to his wife or for 
some reason he wasn’t ready to sell it yet. Rockefeller, for 
example. He used to collect coloured tiles and things in a modest 
way, and then he heard Duveen had something better and he went 
into his place one day to buy. But he couldn’t buy. Duveen 
wouldn’t sell him anything. That was true of my husband and all 
his friends.’ Among the many people who have wondered at the 
miracle of Duveen’s selling method, perhaps no one has ever put 
it more trenchantly than Mrs. Hearst. With a twinge of genuine 
sympathy for her old friend, she said, ‘Duveen didn’t want to sell 
his stuff, but they always badgered tire poor feller till he gave in.’ 

Mrs. Hearst has recalled another odd fact about her husband and 
his friends. This was their fondness for catalogues. Speaking of 
her husband’s coterie, Mrs. Hearst recently said, ‘They were 
going after anything that had a book to it.’ She watched the men 
in her circle collecting hard year after year. ‘At the end,’ she 
commented, ‘they’d get a book all done up.’ In this glancing 
remark, she pithily summed up one of the great basic manoeuvres 
of Duveen’s selling technique. While the American millionaires of 
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the Duveen Era could not become lords and ladies, they could buy 
the family portraits and other works of art that had belonged for 
centuries to lords and ladies, and this strengthened their feeling of 
identification and equality with British nobility and with the great 
rulers and merchant princes of the Renaissance. In the proven¬ 
ance, or history of previous ownership, of many of the Duveen 
works appeared the names of kings and the mistresses of kings: 
Charles I of England, Francis I of France, one or another Louis, 
Mme Du Barry, Mine de Pompadour. 'It is much easier to sell a 
second-rate picture that has belonged to any English nobleman 
than a first-rate one that has beldnged to a great name in the Italian 
nobility,’ Bernard Berenson, the eminent art authority, once said 
in a reference to the American market. The reason for this was 
that the American millionaires were up on Debrett but had only a 
sketchy acquaintance with the Almanach de Gotha. In an article, 
Emily Genauer, the art critic of the Herald Tribune, once spoke of 
the ‘cachet of the hook’. An example is the cachet that, among 
American collectors after the elder Morgan’s death, attached to 
the owning of a ‘Morgan piece’. Though Morgan was a collector 
as indiscriminate as he was voracious (‘a cheque-book collector’, 
one of his biographers, John Kennedy Winkler, has called him), 
he was able to create, by the sheer weight of his name, a valuable 
provenance of his own. To solidify for his clients this sense of 
neighbourliness with the great names of the past, to establish them 
firmly on the historic field of honour in their own living-rooms, 
Duveen brought to its apotheosis the catalogue, and, on a lower 
level, the brochure. A more ingenious apparatus for flattering the 
ego than these Duveen publications has rarely been seen. For each 
picture that Duveen sold, his overworked librarian, the late George 
H. McCall, prepared a free brochure giving the history of its 
ownership, listing the places where it had been exhibited, noting 
its relation to its artist’s career, and so on. McCall, a gentleman 
of distinction and a scholar, turned out handsome brochures. 
H. E. Huntington, who wasn’t an avid reader, merely looked at 
his; Jules Bache memorized his. Once a client had acquired 
enough brochures, he was in line for an even higher accolade - the 
Duveen catalogue, which would cover a client’s entire collection 
and which the client would ordinarily pay for himself. Some of the 
catalogues were prepared by McCall, but for others Duveen called 
in the greatest art experts in the world. They sometimes devoted 
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months to preparing one. The paper for the catalogues was usually 
made to order in France, and had as its watermark the name of the 
collector. On one page was printed the provenance of a picture, 
the names of the famous owners serving as a decorous overlay to 
the watermark, and on the opposite page was a reproduction of the 
painting. The catalogues themselves were costly works of art - 
they could run as high as fifty or sixty thousand dollars - and they 
were unwieldy. 

One Christmas, Duveen got up for Kress a sumptuous book 
called The Collection of Paintings, Sculptures, etc., of Samuel H. Kress. 
It was an enormous weight, not easy to lift. Nevertheless, its title 
was something of an exaggeration, for the hook contained histories 
and reproductions of only what Duveen had sold to Kress; it 
ignored entirely the vast reaches of Kress’s other purchases. But 
then these came from other dealers, so for Duveen they were non¬ 
existent. Another item that Duveen got out for Kress - this one 
as an hors-d’ccuvre instead of a dessert - was three tremendous and 
encyclopaedic volumes on the medals and bronzes of the Gustave 
Dreyfus Collection. Duveen had them expertly edited, and they 
were handsomely printed by the Oxford University Press, all at his 
own expense. These were noble, if sedentary, volumes. When 
Duveen showed them to Kress, Kress felt that any objects that 
could produce such massive and beautiful books were worth own¬ 
ing. He bought the entire collection of medals and bronzes. He 
bought them, but for several years he didn’t send for them; they 
remained in Duveen’s vaults. An acquaintance of Kress’s was asked 
why he didn’t take the medals up-town. ‘Well, they’re awfully 
heavy,’ he said. 

Before his book-hungry clients Duveen dangled the canoniza¬ 
tion of the catalogue as the proverbial carrot was dangled before 
the donkey, except that they usually had to pay for the carrot. He 
did not undertake a catalogue for everybody, and when some of his 
clients asked why they could not have one, Duveen would point out 
that their collections were not yet ready for sanctification. He was 
prepared to get them ready, he was at their service, but great 
paintings, unlike money, were difficult to acquire. To acquire a 
Duveen was no simple matter, even for Duveen. Eventually, he 
found that there was a slight catch to the issuance of a catalogue; 
once the donkey had the carrot, he was no longer hungry, The 
clients refused to buy great pictures not because they weren’t fine 
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but because it was too late to get them into the catalogue. Once 
the client had it, he felt he was registered, accepted in the club, 
with nothing more to do except lift the heavy tome and turn the 
pages, peering at his watermarked name in its gallant company. 
Consequently, Duvcen became chary of producing catalogues; he 
dangled but he did not deliver. The creation of the Bache Cata¬ 
logue had a somewhat troubled history. Bache asked for one, and 
Duveen said he would try to get the distinguished art scholar Dr. 
W. R. Valentiner to do it. As it turned out, he had McCall do it. 
When it was finished, Duveen asked Valentiner to write an intro¬ 
duction. Valentiner said that certain works of art would have to be 
deleted before he could consent to do so. As the things he said 
must be deleted were already hanging in the Bache house, Duveen 
abandoned the idea of the introduction and took the book to 
Bache. ‘Where is Valentiner?’ Bache asked. Duveen said that 
Valentiner had wanted his name too large on it; Duveen did not 
wish Bache minimized and had refused to let Valentiner appear at 
all. In the end, Bache took great pride in his catalogue. Its epi¬ 
graph read, ‘We needs must love the highest when we see it: 
Tennyson.’ Duveen agreed with Tennyson. 

Duveen was not selling merely low upkeep, social distinction, 
and watermarks; he was selling immortality. Since most of his 
protdgds were ageing men, the task of making them yearn for im¬ 
mortality was not hard. It was shortly after the First World War 
that Duveen realized where his future lay; it lay not just in selling 
individual pictures but in selling the idea of assembling collections 
that would automatically ensure immortality to his clients. Each 
of the Duveen millionaires wanted to get the particular intimation 
of immortality Duveen offered, and, if possible, to get a stronger 
intimation than the other millionaires were getting. Thus, im¬ 
mortality was put on a competitive basis. When the elder Morgan 
died, a large part of his art collection was put up for sale. His 
collection of Chinese porcelains, acknowledged to be the greatest 
in the world, had been procured for Morgan by Uncle Henry. 
Duveen now bought the collection. Three of his honour pupils - 
Frick, Widener, and Rockefeller — wanted it. It offered a quick 
accession to prestige, and Duveen had to decide where to let die 
Morgan mantle fall. He decided to let it fall on all three men; 
each was to have a third of the collection. But how could the 
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division be made equitably? The solution of this dilemma was a 
nice exercise in diplomacy, Duveen did not wish to offend any of 
his star pupils, and especially did not wish to offend Frick, who 
was still dickering widi other art dealers and who was a beauty 
lover with little self-restraint and ample means of gratifying his 
love. Duveen therefore decided to promise all three men first 
chance. He would give each of the seekers after immortality first 
chance at one part. This plan caused a certain exacerbation among 
the objects of his benevolence, but it is known that Frick believed 
(possibly without discouragement from Duveen) that he had been 
given first chance at the best lot, and for all anyone knows to-day 
the two other aspirants believed that they had been the favoured 
ones. Duveen disposed of Morgan’s collection of bronzes in the 
same fashion. Again he gave Frick what Frick believed was first 
chance at the best lot. All his life, Duveen had to walk a tightrope 
among the men who were anxious to immortalize themselves with 
the choicest samples of his taste. 

The techniques of trading that the American millionaires had 
mastered were useless when pitted against Duveen’s technique. 
Again and again, Duveen stressed the point that it was easy to get 
fifty-thousand-dollar pictures but very hard to get pictures that 
cost a quarter of a million. An art expert friend told Duveen that 
he knew of an exquisite masterpiece in London that could be 
bought very reasonably. ‘For how much?’ Duveen asked. ‘I 
think you can get it for three hundred pounds,’ his friend replied. 
‘I really cannot afford to buy a picture that costs only three hun¬ 
dred pounds,’ Duveen said. While dining in a client’s house, he 
was shocked to sec hanging on the wall, among the Duveens, a 
beautiful Monet. He professed an overwhelming love for it, and 
his client, whose interest was perhaps piqued by the sudden re¬ 
versal of their positions, asked him what his love would come to 
in dollars. Duveen - nobody was better accustomed to Duveen 
prices than he was - told him exactly what his love was worth. 
The deal was closed and Duveen took the picture home with him. 
It was never heard of again. When people who knew of the in¬ 
cident asked him where the picture was, he was evasive. The 
former owner jokingly accused him of having sold it at an uncon¬ 
scionable profit. To a close friend, Duveen admitted that he had 
bought it to sequester it in his basement. ‘I didn’t want that 
fellow to get used to buying modern pictures,’ he said. ‘There 
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are too many of them.’ Duveen was never eager to sell anything 
painted after 1800, because the fertility of the nineteenth-cen¬ 
tury painters would have sadly upset the Duveen economy of 
scarcity. 

Towards the end of his life, Duveen said, ‘Except for Rem¬ 
brandt and Hals, I’ll never buy anything but Italians. I can sell any 
Rembrandt or Hals, no matter how homely, but when you get to 
the High Renaissance, you get physical beauty. My clients want 
physical beauty.’ Sometimes, however, he violated his own rule. 
He bought a Mother and Child by Reynolds because he thought it 
fine, even though the mother was plain. Perhaps he counted on 
die American principle that denies the possibility of any mother’s 
being plain. If so, his faith was misplaced. His clients didn’t want 
a plain mother. The picture was eventually sold at auction; it was 
bought by John G. Johnson, a Philadelphia lawyer, who was one 
of the most discriminating of American collectors. Duveen’s 
clients not only disliked plain mothers but were apathetic toward 
fat women. This created a coolness between them and Rubens, 
and made it difficult for Duveen to gratify his own fondness for that 
painter. He was considerate enough not to cater to his personal 
prejudices; he considered it selfish. In one instance, though, he 
did forget himself and buy a Rubens Madonna. When he had it 
cleaned, it proved to portray a nursing mother. This was dis¬ 
heartening to Duveen, but he had to let Rubens have his way. 
Since his customers, in addition to not caring for plain mothers 
and fat women, didn’t care for nursing mothers, Duveen was com¬ 
pelled to sequester that picture in his basement, too. He later 
discovered that his customers didn’t care for plain pirates, either. 
He had bought a very bold, striking Velasquez that completely 
realized his concept of how a pirate ought to look. He was crazy 
about it, but he couldn’t get any of his clients to share his en¬ 
thusiasm. They thought the pirate looked too much like a des¬ 
perado - which was exactly why Duveen had liked him. So the 
Velasquez went into the basement, which was by then crammed 
with distinguished rejections. 

One day, Duveen ran into the American artist Maurice Sterne 
on Fifth Avenue. ‘I have two Tintorettos, Maurice,’ said Duveen. 
‘I’d like you to have a look at them before 1 put them downstairs.’ 
Sterne went over to the Ministry of Marine for a look, and the 
Tintorettos - two male portraits - took his breath away, ‘Why 
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are you putting them downstairs?’ he asked. ‘Surely you can sell 
them.’ ‘Unfortunately, they’re men,’Duvecn said. ‘Iftheywerc 
women - more particularly, if they were pretty women - I could 
easily sell them here three times over.’ He also showed Sterne 
two very fine pictures of the Giotto school, but not by outstanding 
names. Duvecn was also putting those downstairs. ‘Can’t sell 
them, ’ he said flatly. ‘ In America, they want only the topnotchers. 
If I had the Sistine Chapel, I could sell it to-morrow half a dozen 
times over.’ 

It was imperative for Duvecn not to make a mistake either on a 
picture or on the client he offered it to, because once a picture 
land been turned down by one client, the others heard about it and 
were cold. Still, he couldn’t always avoid mistakes in pairing off 
clients and pictures, and his mistakes added to his basement stock. 
There were some dangers even he could not foresee, like his 
clients’ rejection of pictures on moral grounds. He managed to 
sell a Gainsborough portrait of Mrs. Elliott only because the pur¬ 
chaser didn’t find out until too late that she had run off with her 
gardener. On other occasions, though, some such scandalous 
gossip killed his sales, and the censored paintings went into the 
basement. In addition, Duvecn became an avid collector of paint¬ 
ings he disliked, among them all the Barbizons and other pardon¬ 
able errors committed by his clients before they had come under 
his tutelage. Duvecn bought them all, for his basement, and 
sold bis customers suitable replacements, not forgetting when 
he set the sale prices the liberal prices he had paid for their 
mistakes. 

Over the years, Duveen’s basement accumulated quantities of 
nursing mothers and plain mothers and unappetizing .pirates and 
men without women; of non-topnotch masterpieces; of pictures 
that had been masterpieces but were beyond the ministrations of 
the restorers; of pictures that had nothing whatever against them 
except that one client had turned them down; of pictures that had 
violated the seventh commandment; of Barbizons; of modems. 
That basement contained a fascinating and bewildering miscellany: 
seepages from the picture collections of kings, kings’ mistresses, 
queens, archbishops, cardinals, and Rothschilds, to say nothing of 
a wilderness of furniture and objets d'aet - altarpicces, credenzas, 
suits of armour, tapestries, and thrones. In a sense, the basement, 
full as it was of beautiful things, summarized Duveen’s cccentri- 
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cities of salesmanship. Its value became incalculable. His friends 
and financial advisers kept importuning him to sell some of it. 
‘Sell your basement,’ his comptroller would plead. ‘Sell your 
basement and pay your debts.’ But Duveen was fond of his base¬ 
ment, and he was not aware of being in debt. It was once sug¬ 
gested that if he didn’t want to sell the contents of the basement 
under his own name, he might turn the stuff over to Knoedlcr’s, 
who would get an immense profit on it for him. He couldn’t bear 
to let his prominent rival have a whack at his basement; he felt a 
pang of jealousy, like that of a man who hears that a discarded mis¬ 
tress is contemplating a new alliance. ‘Why should I put Knoed- 
ler’s in business with my stuff?’ he asked pleasantly. He quite 
ignored the fact that Knoedler’s already was in business. To the 
end, he clung to his basement. Basement Duveens were none the 
less Duveens. 

Duvccn’s purchase of unworthy pictures and art objects some¬ 
times proved profitable. One day, in the drawing-room of an im¬ 
portant figure in British diplomatic circles, he noticed a very bad 
painting die diplomat had bought in his youth for a few hundred 
pounds. Duveen asked if he could buy it. (‘Some Europeans of 
that era were so very rich that they were always hard up, ’ Beren- 
son has said.) The man said yes, and, without asking him what he 
wanted, Duveen paid him ten thousand pounds for it, spot cash. 
The diplomat decided that Duveen was not only a connoisseur but 
a gentleman who was above the degrading minutiae of haggling, and 
later he tipped Duveen off from time to time to pictures his friends 
might be willing to sell. Someone has said that he performed the 
functions of a runner for Duveen - a highly cultivated, exhaustively 
informed, unpaid one. Duveen instantly wrote his ten-thousand- 
pound purchase off as a total loss, but the pictures he acquired 
from the diplomat’s friends returned him a profit many times as 
large as his investment. Duveen sometimes varied this technique 
of flattery. Visiting Clarence Mackay at his manor, Harbour Hill, 
in Roslyn, soon after making his acquaintance, Duveen’s gaze took 
in certain tapestries on the walls. ‘Those tapestries, my dear Mr. 
Mackay, are very good, but diey are not good enough for you, ’ he 
said. ‘I can’t bear you to have them in your chateau. I’ll buy 
them from you, as I have a customer they’re good enough for. 

I ’ 11 pay you thirty-five thousand dollars for them. ’ Mackay agreed. 
Duveen’s cheque arrived next day, and Mackay incredulously 
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shipped off the tapestries. They went right to Duveen’s basement, 
but Maclcay became one of Duveen’s best customers. 

Compared to his clients, Duveen was a child in business, but he 
almost always had his way with them. When they started talking 
about prices, he started talking about values - values that, as it 
happened, he himself had created. When customers complained 
about the price of his masterpieces, he brought into play, some¬ 
times subtly and sometimes brutally, his standard threat - that he 
had a rival collector whose sense of values was more perceptive, 
whose taste, in fact, was anything but vulgar. The rival collector 
was his trump card. He capitalized on rivaliy in perception, even 
rivalry in philanthropy. A peculiar aversion was aroused in Frick 
by Carnegie’s propensity for endowing libraries. This quirk of 
Carnegie’s disgusted him. ‘What’s the point of giving libraries 
to all those towns that go busted trying to keep ’em up?’ Frick 
asked. Duveen gave him something that had a point, and a chance 
to do in Carnegie, whom Frick detested. 

It has been said of Kress, one of the biggest of Duveen’s cus¬ 
tomers, that he got more pleasure out of haggling with Duveen 
over a picture’s price than he did out of owning it. He bought art 
on such a scale that when someone asked where a certain picture 
was, all he could say was that he thought it was in ‘that third lot 
that came from Duveen. ’ Ordinarily, Duveen showed his clients 
only one picture at a time. He had it put on an easel in his gallery, 
gave a discourse on the artist and the special glories of the subject 
at hand, and ended by working himself up into a spiral of irresist¬ 
ible enthusiasm. Some of his clients, having achieved worldly 
success by buying wholesale and selling retail, didn’t care for this 
piecemeal method. Looking at one picture at a time bored Kress, 
and once when he was visiting the gallery, he finally asked to see a 
bunch. Duveen, pained, ordered someone to bring in a bunch. 
Kress admired them and asked the price of the lot. Duveen quoted 
the price of each picture and added up the figures. ‘Isn’t there a 
reduction when you buy by lot?’ Kress inquired, out of habit. 
Duveen said there wasn’t. Kress got up abruptly. ‘I am not inter¬ 
ested, ’ he said, and departed. Six months later, he returned to the 
gallery and casually asked Duveen, ‘ Have you still got that lot of 
pictures I looked at that day?’ ‘I have indeed,’ said Duveen. ‘In 
fact, I am holding them for you.’ Kress looked at them again. 
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‘What did I offer for them the last time?’ he asked. ‘Your offer 
last time,’ Duveen replied amicably, ‘was so small that I can’t even 
remember it.’ ‘What is the price now?’ Kress asked. Duveen 
named the original figure, and the two men repeated the original 
routine. ‘In that case,’ said Kress, getting up - in his relations 
with Duveen, Kress was always getting up - ‘don’t hold them for 
me any more. I am not interested. ’ Duveen held on to the pic¬ 
tures, and eventually Kress bought them, at Duveen’s figure. 
Later, Duveen said that he knew he had sold the pictures when 
Kress asked whether he still had them. After his first transaction 
with Duveen, Kress told a friend that he would never go to Du¬ 
veen’s again, because he objected to the Duveen prices. When, 
inevitably, he did go back, the friend said, 'I thought you were 
never going back to Duveen’s. What made you?’ ‘Because he’s 
got things I can’t get anywhere else,’ Kress said. He was stating a 
simple truth, and one that each of Duveen’s clients had to discover 
for himself. 

Once, Duveen had to grant, to a customer already persuaded of 
this truth, a far greater reduction than the one he did not give 
Kress. Mrs. Gilbert Miller, a daughter of Jules Bache, walked into 
Duveen’s one day to have a look at some pictures her father con¬ 
templated buying. Duveen was not there, but his assistant, Ber¬ 
tram Boggis, was. The pictures did not arouse joy in her heart, but, 
as her father contemplated buying them and Duveen contemplated 
selling them, she knew that they would presently be hanging in 
her father’s house and that she would have plenty of time to gaze 
at them in die future. Somewhat hopelessly, she asked Boggis if 
there was anything around that was younger than four centuries. 
Boggis took her into another room and showed her Goya’s 'Don 
Manuel Osorio de Zuniga’ - the litde Red Boy, which, in repro¬ 
duction, has become one of the most popular pictures in the world. 
Mrs. Miller fell in love with the Red Boy, as, on an earlier occa¬ 
sion, H. E. Huntington fell in love with the Blue Boy. Mrs. 
Miller went home and told her father that she could not face the 
future without the companionship of the Red Boy. Bache was an 
indulgent father and confided his daughter’s passion to Duveen. 
Duveen, who liked to further love affairs, especially if they got their 
start on his premises, praised Mrs. Miller’s taste and asked for two 
hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars to make the a flair per¬ 
manent. Bache consented at once, with a sense of benefit received. 
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Bache’s son-in-law, Gilbert Miller, the producer, proved to be 
less grateful. In the first place, he stated flatly, no Goya was 
worth two hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars, (The 
general public was less Goya conscious then than it is now; indeed, 
it is the various exhibitions of this very Red Boy that have helped 
intensify the consciousness.) Also, he was haunted by a feeling 
that he had met this Red Boy somewhere before, and in sur¬ 
roundings that didn’t go with two-hundred-and-seventy-five- 
thousand-dollar pictures. Miller was tantalized. He hunted 
around in the picture’s provenance and found that it had once be¬ 
longed to the wife of the French playwright Henry Bernstein. 
Here Miller was on his home ground. He went to see Bernstein. 
‘Ilenry,’ he said, ‘I feel I know that picture. I feel I’ve seen that 
picture.’ ‘Of course you’ve seen it,’ said Bernstein. ‘1 used it as 
a prop in La Galcrie dcs Glaccs.' La Galeric des Glaccs is a play of 
Bernstein’s that ran in Paris in 1924 , with Charles Boyer as its 
titular star, and the Red Boy as its wallflower. ‘ How much did 
you get for that prop when you sold it?’ Miller asked. Bernstein 
said that in a moment of depression he and his wife had sold it to a 
Paris dealer for fifty thousand dollars. Miller went in triumph to 
his wife, and they both went in triumph to her father. Their atti¬ 
tude about Duvcen had for a long time been wary, whereas 
Bache’s, of course, had been idolatrous. They were sure that with 
this information they could easily convert the believer into an 
apostate. They were disappointed. Bache saw nothing wrong in 
Duvcen’s asking him two hundred and seventy-five thousand dol¬ 
lars for a fifty-thousand-dollar picture. The Millers felt a certain 
frustration. Miller then called on Duveen, and Duvcen amiably re¬ 
duced the price by a hundred and fifteen thousand dollars. This 
was the best he could do, he said, because he had had heavy ex¬ 
penses in the process of acquiring the picture. Miller again went 
to his fathcr-in-law, bearing in his hand the gift of the mark-down, 
and presented it as stunning evidence that Duveen’s services came 
high. ‘Under the circumstances, 1 don’t think so,’ said Bache im¬ 
perturbably. Miller inquired what these circumstances might be. 
Bache broke down and confessed. The price was not as excessive 
as superficial observers might think, he explained, because he had, 
years before, made a private deal with Duveen that if Duvcen had 
an outstanding picture to offer him, he would pay him a flat hun¬ 
dred per cent profit. Taking into account Duveen’s expenses in 
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getting hold of the Red Boy, the original price he had asked was 
lair. Miller blew up. ‘Why on earth did you make a deal like 
that?’ he asked. Bache explained, and his explanation should cer¬ 
tainly rank high in the annals of modesty. ‘Listen, Gilbert,’ he 
said, with the patience of practised wisdom before the spectacle of 
explosive immaturity, ‘Duvecn has the greatest men in the world 
as his clients. He has Mellon. Why should he give a first-class pic¬ 
ture to me when he can give it to Mellon?’ While Bache was ex¬ 
plaining, Miller could sec that his father-in-law was somewhat 
amazed that he had succeeded, merely by the promise of so reason¬ 
able a profit, in winning Duveen’s consideration. Reminiscing 
with Miller about this episode, a later collector, Albert D. Lasker, 
made a pertinent remark about his own early days as a picture 
buyer. ‘As a novice in collecting,’ he said with a modesty not 
unlike Bache’s, ‘I expected to have to pay the highest prices for 
masterpieces. What I did not expect, what I was to discover, was 
that I would also have to pay a large premium for the privilege of 
paying the highest prices!' In effect, Duveen was the king of an 
unconstitutional monarchy: his leading clients - men like Frick, 
Morgan, Mellon, P. A. B. Widener, Rockefeller, and Kress - were 
in the Cabinet, and Duvecn managed to hold out to each of them 
the hope of one day being Prime Minister; clients of lesser rank - 
Bache, Henry Goldman, Edsel Ford, Elbert H. Gary - were en¬ 
thusiastic backbenchers, content to support the chief. 

Duveen was not snobbish in his selection of pupils; he often 
lavished his knowledge on the backbenchers, and even on what he 
regarded as the small fry. Hearst was in the small-fry category; he 
probably spent at Duveen’s no more than five million dollars in all. 
Also, he was what Duveen termed an accumulator, rather than a 
collector. Duveen made a strong distinction between the two. In 
Duveen’s opinion, Hcarst’s collateral interest in ibexes, llamas, 
and Welsh castles kept him from attaining the rarefied heights on 
which he himself liked to operate. Duveen was always struggling 
with the aimlessness of his clients’ diversions; he laboured tire¬ 
lessly at the task of focusing them. One day, Bache, who was one 
of his favourite pupils, absent-mindedly bought from a major rival 
of Duveen's in Italy, Count Alessandro Contini, for thirty-seven 
thousand five hundred dollars, an illuminated page from an old 
book, the work of an obscure artist. Bache showed his master the 
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page. Duvcen was gentle. He did not reprimand Bache. He 
spoke to him mildly. ‘Don’t scatter, Julie,’ he said, with the 
weariness of the much tried. ‘An accumulation is never a collec¬ 
tion. Concentrate.’ After that, Julie concentrated. 

One of Duvcen’s dear friends was Lady La very, the second wife 
of the painter Sir John Lavcry. She asked one day if she might 
bring a certain California industrialist to sec him. Duvcen, who 
never denied anything to a friend, gave her permission, even 
though he considered the industrialist another of the small fry. 
Lady La very came a little ahead of time and was sitting in Duveen’s 
office when the Californian was announced by an usher. ‘Keep 
him waiting a half-hour,’ said Duveen. Lady Lavery protested. 
‘You can’t do that to a man of his importance,’ she said. ‘Leave it 
to me and watch,’ said Duveen. When the visitor was finally 
admitted, Duvcen took him and Lady Lavery for a stroll around 
the Ministry of Marine. He showed them a Rembrandt. The 
industrialist wanted to buy it. ‘The price is a hundred thousand 
dollars,’ Duveen said. ‘That’s all right,’ said Lady Lavcry’s friend. 
Duveen made a few inquiries. ‘ What other pictures do you own? ’ 
he asked, finally. The Californian admitted that he had none of any 
importance. ‘I can’t possibly sell a Rembrandt to a man who owns 
no other pictures,’ said Duveen. ‘The Rembrandt would be 
lonely.’ He persuaded the ardent customer that for him to take 
the picture home would constitute a kind of cruelty to Rem¬ 
brandts. The industrialist saw that he would have to make a more 
modest start, and here Duveen was able to help him. Duveen sold 
him a relatively inexpensive picture. Within a few years, the Cali¬ 
fornian had enough minor Duveens to feel justified in asking for a 
major one. Duveen shipped the Rembrandt to California with a 
nice feeling that he had provided for its social life. 

Still another of the small fry, in Duveen’s opinion, was John R. 
Thompson of Chicago, the owner of a well-known chain of popular 
restaurants. Thompson had begun to nibble at paintings through a 
Chicago art dealer. As his chain of restaurants increased, so did his 
appetite for paintings. The dealer, drawing upon the resources 
available to him in Chicago, gradually built up a small collection 
for him, but there came a time when the dealer’s intuition told 
him that if he tried to keep Thompson to himself, he would lose a 
valuable customer. The dealer came to New York and advised 
Duveen that he had a client who had plenty of money and was ripe 



A BRISK MARKET IN IMMORTALITY 67 

for higher things. Duveen agreed to give the restaurant man an 
audience, and the dealer a commission on any sales. ‘You mustn’t 
be shocked by my tactics, though,’ he warned. Thompson, 
escorted by the Chicago dealer, presently appeared at the Ministry. 
He was a small man, and was wearing a derby hat and smoking a 
big cigar. Duveen kept Thompson and the dealer waiting for an 
hour. Finally, the two men were admitted to the Presence. 
Duveen was brisk and genial. ‘I hear you are in the restaurant 
business,’he said. ‘Anything like Lyons?’ He went on to say that 
he approved of the Lyons teashops, and that if Thompson’s chain 
resembled them, he approved of that. He revealed that he often 
snubbed Claridge’s in favour of a Lyons in Oxford Street. The 
absence of formality there was pleasurable. He grew eloquent on 
the important social service rendered by those who provided good 
food at popular prices. He asked about the turnover in the Thomp¬ 
son restaurants, and the problems of refrigeration. The restaurant 
business, it became clear, was Duveen’s liveliest and most intimate 
concern. ‘Look here,’ Thompson broke in desperately when he 
could stand the strain no longer. ‘I didn’t make this trip to New 
York to talk to you about the restaurant business. I came to see 
you because I am interested in paintings I ’ Snapped back so rudely 
to an activity so marginal, Duveen made a quick adjustment. 
‘Oh, paintings!’ he said, as if recalling an almost forgotten 
acquaintance. ‘Of course, paintings! Oh, well, now, if you’re 
interested in pictures come upstairs with me and I’ll show you 
some.’ 

Duveen led Thompson, as well as the Chicago dealer, into the 
lift, which bore them to sacrosanct upper regions. Duveen strode 
swiftly through a thickly carpeted, dimly lit room that contained 
six Old Masters reclining on easels. Thompson, in his way, was 
almost out of the room when, like Mrs. Lot, he looked back. He 
lingered; from the blur of the six pictures he got a quick impres¬ 
sion of infinite desirability. He called the hurrying Duveen back. 
‘Here are some pictures,’ he said. ‘What about these?’ 

Duveen took his arm. ‘My dear Mr. Thompson,' he said 
gently, ‘there is nothing in this room that would interest you in 
the least.’ 

‘Why not ? ’ argued the new pupil. ‘ Of course they interest me. 
What would I be doing here if they didn’t interest me?’ 

‘These pictures, my dear fellow, I am reserving, as a matter of 
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fact, for a favourite client,’ Duvcen said. 'They will interest him 
far more than they could possibly interest you.’ 

Thompson protested; he would yield to no one in acuteness of 
interest. ‘Why do you think they wouldn’t interest me?’ he 
asked. T want you to know, Sir Joseph, that I own some pretty 
good pictures.’ 

‘I am sure you do,’ Duvcen said soothingly. ‘And if you will 
just follow me, I am sure that I can add to your collection and, if I 
may say so, improve it. But not these. You arc a busy man, and I 
don’t want to waste your time. Not with these.’ 

‘Why not?’ repeated Mr. Thompson. 

Pushed to the wall, Duveen dropped all pretence of tact. He 
made it plain that he thought the pictures were over Thompson’s 
head, both aesthetically and economically. 

‘How much for the six?’ Thompson demanded. 

‘A million dollars, I am afraid,’ said Duveen, as if pained at 
having to demonstrate the truth of an unflattering statement. 

Thompson was ready with an answer. ‘I’ll take them,’ he said 
vindictively. 

Behind the fa?adc of Duveen’s virtuoso salesmanship, behind the 
intricate process of converting Midas into Maecenas, operated 
his even more impressive process of financing. This was, and still 
is, a source of wonder not only to his competitors and his clients 
but to the whole world of art. To this day people marvel that he 
was able over the years to keep his financial structure firm, his 
credit strong. He tied up immense amounts of capital in his 
inventory. Altogether, in addition to the many millions he paid for 
single works of art he picked up at auctions and private sales, he 
bought eight large collections during his career, investing in them, 
according to the best estimates, twenty-five million dollars. He 
carried some items on his books for more than three decades. 
Works of art that he bought in 1506 and 1907 stayed in his ware¬ 
houses until he began filling in the crevices of the Mellon and 
Kress Collections, between 1936 and 1939. The carrying charges 
on those items, which undoubtedly increased the altitude of the 
prices he got for them, were beyond calculation. Then, Duveen, 
who always considered buying, not selling, the main problem of 
his business, had to pay cash for what he bought, whereas he gave 
his customers practically unlimited credit. He would allow paint- 
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ings to hang in a client’s house for years, on the theory that where 
art was concerned, the aphorism about familiarity worked in 
reverse. To be sure, it almost always did, but in the m ean t ime , 
again, his capital was tied up. Even when his clients got round to 
buying, he never hurried them for payment. Although among 
them they often owed him millions at a time, he never charged 
them interest. On top of that, it cost him half a million dollars a 
year just to run his three establishments, in New York, Paris, and 
London. This included not only paying his staff of runners, 
ushers, and experts but buying flowers and presents for his clients 
and their wives on their birthdays and for their sailings to and from 
Europe, and distributing gratuities among their staffs. 

Duveen has been called the world’s greatest borrower. No one, 
it has been said, knew so little about interest or paid so much of it 
as Duveen. Not long after his father’s death, in 1908, he owed 
seventeen million dollars, including eleven million to his eleven 
brothers and sisters, whose share in his father’s business he bought 
out; and after his Uncle Henry’s death, in 1919, he bought his 
share with notes for an additional six million. Yet he was always 
borrowing more to expand the business. Fortunately, the Duveen 
credit was excellent. An idiosyncrasy of the Duveens - the father, 
Uncle Henry, and the son - to have their bankers as customers or 
close friends or both gave their operations in the broad art world a 
certain compactness. A customer and great friend of the father’s 
was Lord Farquhar, the head of Parr’s Bank, who was also a great 
friend of Edward VII. The Duveens could always count on Parr’s 
for assistance. Early in the century, it extended Duveen a credit 
of £1,200,000, and it kept renewing this £1,200,000 credit for 
the rest of Duveen’s lifetime. In America, too, some of Duveen 
Brothers’ major clients were bankers, or at least had banking 
influence. Early in the game, Uncle Henry, operating in the United 
Slates, acquired Morgan, Altman, P. A. B. Widener, Collis Hunt¬ 
ington, and George J. Gould as both clients and financial advisers. 
At one point, Duveen counselled Uncle Henry, ‘Don’t ask Mor¬ 
gan for money. Ask him for credit.’ Morgan, who was thinking 
of buying two million dollars’ worth of Duveen objects, was asked 
to give the Duveen firm that amount of credit at the Morgan 
institutions. This worked out beautifully for everyone. Morgan 
got the stuff on approval, and he knew that, in the circumstances, 
die firm wouldn’t press him for cash. In the meantime, Duveen 
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had the prestige of Morgan credit behind him. Later, Mackay, who 
was a director of the Guaranty Trust, bought from Duveen without 
making any cash down payment. He agreed to pay off his debt a 
bit at a time at stipulated intervals, and Duveen mentally ear¬ 
marked these payments to offset his own debt to the Guaranty 
Trust. 

Mellon was even more helpful. He controlled powerful Pitts¬ 
burgh banks and had influence in certain New York banks. He was 
always considering vast amounts of Duveen merchandise, which 
he might take a long time deciding about but rarely returned. 
Duveen found that while Mellon was meditating, he was com¬ 
pletely willing to extend credit to him. Mellon regarded this as 
good business. When he finally paid, he ordinarily paid cash - he 
was the only one of Duveen's big clients who regularly did, the 
others preferring to pay in securities - and meanwhile he regarded 
the works of art he had on approval as security for Duvecn’s debt 
to his banks, on which he got interest from Duveen, Thus Duveen 
was paying interest on what he had borrowed from Mellon in order 
to buy art treasures for Mellon to keep on approval. Nevertheless, 
there were compensations for Duveen in this arrangement. One 
day, the manager of the Guaranty Trust called the harassed John H. 
Allen, at that time Duveen’s comptroller, to complain politely 
that a debt to the bank of three million dollars was past due. Allen 
succeeded in diverting Duvecn’s attention from Botticelli’s long, 
unbroken line (which he was explaining to a client) to this minus¬ 
cule situation. ‘Telephone Mr. McEldowncy, the president of 
tire Union Trust Company, in Pittsburgh,’ Duveen said tranquilly. 
‘Ask him for three million dollars for sixty days.’ Allen tele¬ 
phoned the hank, which was Mellon controlled, and got it. The 
Guaranty Trust man felt more cheerful. Sixty days later, Duveen, 
his credit with the Guaranty now restored, borrowed the three 
million back and sent it to Mellon’s bank in Pittsburgh, thus 
bringing cheer to Mr. McEldowncy. His credit was then vigorous 
at both banks. 

Every spring, before Duveen went abroad on his annual buying 
tour, whoever happened to be his comptroller would caution him 
not to buy anything, The inventory was overloaded already, the 
comptroller would point out, and tire firm’s credit shouldn’t be 
subjected to any more pressure. Duveen would promise to be 
good, and then, once in Europe, would buy two or three million 
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dollars’ worth of stuff. In 1927, it was the Robert H. Benson col¬ 
lection of a hundred and fourteen great Italian paintings, for which 
Duveen paid over three million dollars in England. In 1930, it 
was the Dreyfus collection of Italian pictures and sculptures, for 
which Duveen paid four and a half million in Paris. And so it 
went. He would keep the cables to America hot with requests for 
the money. If the comptroller responded too slowly, he raised it 
in England. Duveen never worried about money or about credit. 
He worried only about getting the most famous pictures in the 
world; that is, not letting any other dealers get them. He always 
had absolute confidence in the solidity of his financial position, 
because he was in it. He knew that the value of his inventory, 
together with what his clients owed him, far exceeded his debts, 
ana that, furthermore, every dollar he put into his inventory auto¬ 
matically went up in value simply because it was an investment in 
Duveens. He also knew that whereas his Uncle Henry and his 
brothers and sisters and his comptrollers took the narrow view 
that it was safer to have money than to spend it, his security lay in 
his ability to spend it prodigally on what he could sell. He did not 
think that art should, or could, be sold overnight. He believed in 
waiting for advantageous moments; he arranged them far in 
advance, so he was not surprised when they came. In his grand 
financial strategy, he calculated in terms of his total life span. The 
final tally would not be in, he figured, until he had made his last 
sale and died. His strategy proved sound. It was not until 1937, 
after he put over his last great deal with Mellon, that Duveen 
liquidated his £1,200,000 debt to his London bank. When he had 
made his very last sale, he was out of debt, and had £3,000,000 in 
the bank, an inventory worth £2,000,000, and his self-confidence 
intact. 

In the early morning hours of April 16, 1912, Duveen found 
himself sitting with the man who was then his comptroller, Max 
Bruell, anxiously awaiting news of the steamship Titanic. The 
passenger list was sufficiently distinguished to include several 
Duveen clients, and Duveen’s solicitude for their welfare was 
almost obsessive. Many, including relatives, waited for news that 
day, but it is doubtful whether any of them waited with more 
anxiety than Duveen, who had a passionate interest in the lon¬ 
gevity of his clients - an interest not always felt by the relatives of 
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the very rich. Incorrigible optimist that he was, he could not 
believe the mounting reports of disaster as they came in. He kept 
repeating to Bruell, ‘Don't you think George Widcner may have 
saved himself? ’ Bruell thought it unlikely. ‘I think Widener will 
save himself,’ Duvecn kept insisting. Widcner, a son of P. A. B. 
Widener, was the most important Duveen client on board, and 
Duveen must have felt that Widcner’s capacity for survival was 
commensurate with his position as a client. Through the long 
hours of waiting, Duveen sat clinging to this life raft, until the 
bitter reality swept it away from him. 

Bruell once cryptically remarked of his boss, ‘Anything that Joe 
Duveen did he thought he could do ’ - an utterance as prismatic 
with innuendo as any pronouncement ever made by the oracle at 
Delphi. The ability to add and subtract is a fundamental part of 
the equipment of a professional comptroller, and this was an ability 
that Duveen not only lacked but had no ambition to master. To 
him, money was merely a convenience, as water is to a fish, and he 
detested the point of view that regarded the momentary lack of it 
as an obstacle. He simply didn’t want to hear about it. When a 
stringent financial problem came up, he left it to those who were 
interested in such matters to work it out among themselves. This 
inherent difference in orientation between Bruell and the head of 
the firm often gave Bruell frantic moments. One afternoon, 
Duveen, having bought some things from Morgan, asked Belle da 
Costa Greene, Morgan’s librarian, to drop in at the gallery. When 
she arrived, Duvecn sent for Bruell and introduced him. He 
followed up the introduction with a casual suggestion. ‘Give Miss 
Greene a cheque for a million dollars,’ he murmured. Bruell 
remembers that it was, luckily, two o’clock - almost closing time 
at the bank - so that he was able to ask Miss Greene whether it 
would be all right if he gave her the million in the morning. Miss 
Greene said it would. The next day, Bruell got up very early, 
arrived at the bank at nine o’clock, and spent the morning mixing 
ingredients that made it possible to carry out Duvccn’s order. 
Duveen’s insouciance in giving orders like this drove Bruell crazy; 
he never seemed to understand that, as Bruell has since complained, 
'it was not quite so simple’. 

On the other hand, when Bruell presented Trick, one day, with 
an invoice for seven million dollars, Frick understood completely 
and responded precisely. He was a man Bruell could talk to. He 
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didn’t just make an ample remark and then expect you to leave the 
room. He gave the invoice a sharp look and wrote down and 
handed to Brucll instructions to take to his, Frick’s, bankers, to 
deliver in payment fifty thousand shares of Pennsylvania, thirty-five 
thousand shares of Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe, and two million 
dollars’ worth of French bonds. Some of Duveen’s customers, 
unlike Frick, were petty when it came time to settle for Duveen’s 
illustrated lectures; they paid in driblets. In a reflective spirit, the 
harried Brucll recently wrote an acquaintance: 

Mrs. Stotesbury, the former Mi's. Cromwell, when she wanted to make 
a showing in Philadelphia, got acquainted with Duveen. Duveen sug¬ 
gested she go away and leave the entire matter up to him. Whereupon, 
he hired trucks, and the whole Duveen establishment was practically 
dismantled - the stud" going to Philadelphia. There, under Duveen’s 
supervision, the entire Stotesbury house was redone for about 
$1,500,000 to 000,000. At the time, Joe said that nothing would 
be returned - and nothing was. Stotesbury paid up, though he drew all 
the cheques himself and never over $25,000 at a time till it was all paid 
up. Stotesbury’s main delight was to play the bass drum at Stotesbury 
parties. 

However petty Duveen’s clients were about money (he forgave 
them because, until he came along, they had had nothing else to 
divert them), he himself was never petty about it. After a big sale 
of art objects to Rockefeller, Rockefeller left town - presumably 
to scrape up the money to pay. During his absence, Bruell recalls, 
Mrs. Rockefeller rushed into Duveen’s one day saying that some¬ 
thing terrible had happened; one of her maids had dropped a vase, 
not knowing it was a Duveen. Duveen calmed Mrs. Rockefeller 
down and went at once to her house and examined the vase. The 
damage was considerable, but he told Mrs. Rockefeller not to 
worry. He took the vase back to his place and got an expert 
Japanese restorer to set to work on it at once. Duveen insisted 
that the restorer work day and night on it, so that the job would 
be finished by the time Mr. Rockefeller got back to town. The 
restorer finished the job on the dot and sent Duveen a bill for 
seventy-five hundred dollars. At Bruell’s suggestion that this bill 
might legitimately be sent to Mrs, Rockefeller, Duveen was 
shocked. He forbade it. The two men really did not understand 
each other. Duveen didn’t understand Bruell’s successor Allen, in 
his turn, any better; between him and his comptrollers there was 
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always a basic misunderstanding. Another great impresario, a con¬ 
temporary of Duveen’s, was the princely and prodigal Austrian 
theatrical producer Max Reinhardt. Reinhardt had for years a 
general adviser who was devoted, informed, practical, and pro¬ 
foundly pessimistic. Of this man, for whom he had an abiding 

affection, Reinhardt once said, ‘In his advice to me, K-is right 

ninety-nine per cent of the time. But one per cent of the time he 
is wrong and I am right. It is on that one per cent that I live.’ 
Duveen might well have said the same thing about himself and his 
comptrollers. 

Although Duveen was reluctant to talk about money, he didn’t 
mind spending it, and he didn’t even mind giving it away. His 
benefactions, public and private, were immense. Dr. Wilhelm 
von Bode, the German art critic and museum director who had 
advised Duveen on the purchase of his first collections (the Hain- 
auer and the two Kanns), had by the late nineteen-twenties fallen 
on evil days; he was ill, poor, and going blind. When Duveen 
heard that von Bode was forced to put his art library up for auction 
he sent two emissaries to Germany with instructions to make 
fabulous cross-bids for the books, so that von Bode would realize 
a handsome sum. This was one time when the pernicious activity 
known as ‘rigging the market’ had a pure, philanthropic impulse 
behind it. Later, Duveen’s close Friend Lord D’Abernon was in 
financial difficulties, and Duveen paid Duveen prices for some of 
his paintings - paintings the dealer could never possibly dignify 
with his own signature in his personal market. Duveen also gave 
£100,000 to the British Red Cross, presented to the British Museum 
the gallery for the celebrated Elgin Marbles, and made large gifts to 
the Tate Gallery and the National Gallery in London. Altogether, 
he gave away ten million dollars, and his benefactions compared 
favourably with those of his great clients. Duveen was sensitive, 
however, about bringing up the subject of money in conver¬ 
sation just because literal-minded men like Brucll, and, later, 
Allen, felt he ought to. It was all right for his clients to talk about 
money to each other; they, poor fellows, hadn’t much else to talk 
about. But this was not the case between any one of these clients 
and Duveen. Between them there was a more intimate and 
absorbing and exalted subject for discussion. Duveen was a million¬ 
aire, as they were. He was a philanthropist, as they were. But 
ther» wa" 5 n difpprf'Uf' 1 ' H<* tip-It in the -‘'•’thetir md the ittime- 
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morial, they in the prosaic and the temporal. The fact that only 
through him could they share in the excitements and rewards of 
his realm aroused his sympathy and, privately, his condescension. 
(Reproached, once, for putting a high polish on his Old Masters 
when he restored them, he replied (hat as his rich clients wanted 
only to see themselves reflected when they looked at works of art, 
he found it expedient to give his pictures a mirror surface.) He 
was perfectly willing, in his conversations with his clients, to give 
them everything he had in the way of enthusiasm for his works of 
art. All this was fine, but he wasn’t going to clutter the high 
plateau with dollar signs. It was perhaps in conformity with this 
principle of his that he never consented to the displaying of a 
Duveen in Duveen’s window. He wouldn’t make a sandwich man 
out of Raphael, nor yet out of himself. If money had to be talked 
about, there were people to do it - people on his payroll, like 
Bruell and Allen, and people in banks, like Mellon and Morgan. 
As for him, he had time only for art. 

Sir Maurice Bowra, of Oxford, has said that Duveen was ‘the 
most symbolic figure of the twenties’. Certainly Duveen was a 
man of his time. It was a time of monopoly, and Duveen out- 
monopolized the monopolists who were among his biggest clients. 
In some people, the impulse to own everything appears to be con¬ 
genital. Beyond the first victories, the horizons widen; they have 
to control not only the main stream but its tributaries. The 
impulse becomes a drive that demands the extermination not only 
of rivals but of potential rivals - a refusal to allow them to live, or 
even to be bom. This temperament is not confined to business¬ 
men. Some artists, scholars, and professional philosophers have it, 
and even, frozen in the dicta of ideology, some humanitarians; 
once you ’ve palmed truth, it becomes logical to destroy those who 
don’t share it. That is why the mass murders of the dictators 
shine with altruism. Duveen’s career was dominated by his mono¬ 
polistic drive. In June of 1920, it was announced that Mrs. Harry 
J. Hahn, a French lady who had married a United States Army 
officer and was living in Junction City, Kansas, had put on the 
market a painting by Leonardo da Vinci called ‘La Belle Ferron- 
ni&re'. The bidding for it was instantaneous and brisk. Anything 
by the painter of ‘Mona Lisa’ was newsworthy, and a reporter 
from the New York World telephoned Duveen, as the king of the 
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art world, to ask him if he had any comment to make. He had. 
He issued a statement on the picture sight unseen. Among 
other things, he said, ‘The Hahn picture is a copy, hundreds of 
which have been made. The real ‘' La Belle Ferronniere’’ is in the 
Louvre.’ Duveen’s word carried such weight that this simple 
statement put a dead stop to Mrs. Hahn’s negotiations for selling 
the picture. She brought suit at once. 

The resulting trial, although it didn’t take place until nine years 
later, was a sensation - a heresy case with a picture as defendant. 
First, there was a preliminary hearing at the Louvre, where the 
Louvre Leonardo was placed side by side with Mrs. Hahn’s Leo¬ 
nardo and peered at by experts. Even at this hearing, the experts 
l-evcaled a certain astigmatism; a French newspaper made the 
acrid comment, ‘The experts came to examine the Halm painting, 
but as it turns out, the painting is examining the experts.’ The 
trial itself took place in New York, and lasted twenty-eight days. 
A journalist of the time said that the Hahn Leonardo trial was ‘a 
lowbrow and a highbrow circus - the smartest show in town’. 
Duveen marshalled a gallery of experts for his defence - including 
Bercnson - such as had never before been rounded up for an art 
suit. The ‘La Belle Fcrronniirc’ case lias been called ‘the world’s 
most celebrated case of art litigation’. In his address to the jury, 
the Honourable Justice William Harman Black, who presided, 
gave die twelve good men and true some comfort for the ordeal 
they had undergone as the involuntary target of a bombardment of 
disagreements in the arcana of expertise. He said, ‘You have been 
privileged to sit in on one of the most interesting cases ever tried 
in any court.’ According to the testimony, neither Berenson nor, 
by this time, Duveen himself believed the Louvre Leonardo, the 
exemplar beside which they had found Mrs. Hahn’s Leonardo 
wanting, to be genuine. They both stated that they believed the 
Louvre Leonardo not to be by Leonardo. At the same time, Du¬ 
veen’s experts at die trial made every effort to prove that Mrs. 
Hahn’s Leonardo was not like the Louvre Leonardo and therefore, 
of course, could not be by Leonardo. It was very confusing, but 
possibly Justice Black’s comforting words - which appeared to 
felicitate the jury just for being there - made it up to twelve be¬ 
fuddled victims in dieir dark hour. Still, it is no wonder that, like 
the experts, they disagreed. A fatal letter written by Duveen to 
his manager in London on August g, 192o, was introduced by the 
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plaintiff into the court records. It read, ‘The Louvre picture is 
not passed by the most eminent connoisseurs as having been 
painted by Leonardo da Vinci, and I may say that I am entirely in 
accord with their opinion.’ Among the experts with whom Du- 
vecn accorded was Berenson, In his book North Italian Painters of 
the Renaissance, published in 1907, he had written of the Louvre 
girl, ‘Paris No. 1600 La Belle Ferronniere. One would regret to 
have to accept this as Leonardo’s own work.’ Justice Black, in 
his charge to the jury, admitted that ‘it required a good deal of 
mental agility to follow some of the experts from their positive 
evidence on the stand to the diametrically opposite views they 
had expressed in their books long before’. 

This was one lawsuit Duvecn did not enjoy; the opposition was 
too formidable. The jury turned in a mixed verdict - nine to three 
in favour of Mrs. Hahn. Justice Black ordered another trial, but 
Duveen avoided this by settling with Mrs. Hahn out of court for 
sixty thousand dollars. What the whole thing cost him, in time 
and money, cannot be computed, but the sum was certainly vast. 
And the trial did not even enhance his prestige. But it did ruin 
Mrs. Hahn’s chance of selling her picture. Since Duveen had not 
seen it at the lime he made his original statement, he could have 
had no precise knowledge of it. There was one thing, though, that 
he did know. This was that he did not own it. As he did not own 
it, he could not sell it. For the moment, then, Mrs. Hahn became 
a business rival, and, as such, she had to go to the block. During 
the suit, Duveen’s associates couldn’t understand why he should 
deny the authenticity of a picture with which he had nothing to do, 
and thus involve himself in expensive litigation, but his reckless¬ 
ness in expressing his opinions about other people’s stuff was not 
without value. Duveen looked upon himself as the Pontifex 
Maximus of the art world; he was tolerant of an associate who 
customarily called him Josephus Rex. His lawsuits, even those he 
lost, helped to establish his pre-eminence as a monopolist not only 
of merchandise but of opinion. Absolutism in opinion was as 
important to Duvecn as freight rebates were to his clients in oil, 
aluminium, or steel. And he achieved it. H. E. Huntington, 
chatting one day with a member of Duveen’s staff in the drawing¬ 
room of his house, nodded towards the andirons in his fireplace. 
They were just two nice, ordinary andirons, ‘If Duveen offered 
me two identical andirons,’ he said, ‘and told me that they were 
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remarkable and asked me seventy-five thousand dollars apiece for 
them, I would gladly pay it.’ 

To establish this kind of absolutism took unremitting vigilance 
and unremitting ingenuity. Duveen’t name must be inseparably 
associated with not just great works of art but the greatest, and he 
would allow nothing to tarnish this glittering trademark. That is 
why when he bought pictures by first-rate painters who had had 
the bad luck to do their work in periods that he did not specialize 
in and, having decided for one reason or another not to put them 
in his basement, he shipped them to London dealers to sell for 
him, he always stipulated that they must be sold austerely under 
the names of the artists who painted them, not as Duveens. Just as 
Duveen would not go into partnership with certain artists on their 
signatures, so he repudiated more conventional partnerships after 
he had entered into them. On one occasion, he and a London 
dealer bought two fine Lawrences in I-ngland in partnership. 
Shortly afterward, Duveen sold them to Mrs. Stotcsbury, but he 
did not inform the London dealer that he had made the sale. 
When the dealer began to dun him, Duveen said that the pictures 
would be tough to sell but that nevertheless he believed in them; 
lie offered the dealer a handsome profit for his interest, and the 
dealer gratefully accepted it. The amount Duveen paid the dealer 
was larger than the amount he actually owed him on the Stotes- 
bury sale. But Duveen simply did not wish to impede his own 
flight as the lone eagle. Another partnership that Duveen trans¬ 
muted into a solo flight involved the purchase of a Velasquez ‘In¬ 
fanta Maria Theresa’. Ilarry Payne Bingham, its owner, had 
promised it to Knoedler’s, for a very high price. Duveen knew 
about it, as he knew about most things that were going on in his 
world, andhe went to Charles R. Henschel, the head of Knoedler’s, 
with the proposition that they buy it jointly. I-Ic would put up all 
the money, and in return he was to have the exclusive right to sell 
it. Henschel agreed. Duveen took the picture, and a long silence 
followed - two years of it. Henschel became restive and called on 
Duveen to ask him why he hadn’t sold the picture. Duveen said 
blandly, ‘How can I sell it? I don’t own it! ’ In order to make his 
sense of ownership complete, he was willing to pay Henschel 
a large sum. He didn’t care in the least that the sum he had 
paid Henschel far exceeded his own profit on the transaction 
when, soon after, he sold the picture to Bachc, He had proved 
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once more that an important picture could be bought only from 
him. 

Sometimes, Duveen permitted his competitors an unusually 
generous allowance of rope to hang themselves with. The Marquis 
de Talleyrand had a Mantegna (though Berenson said it was not a 
Mantegna but a Girolamo da Cremona). He sold it to Duvecn’s 
Italian rival Count Contini. The Count sold it to Bache. Mantegna 
is an artist of the first rank, and for Bache to buy a Mantegna 
from a rival dealer was to contradict die major premise of Du- 
veen’s philosophy. Duveen settled the matter for eternity when 
he got out the Bache catalogue. There, Contini’s Mantegna is 
reproduced and listed as a Girolamo da Cremona. Compared to 
Mantegna, Girolamo is a small potato, and Duveen didn’t mind at 
what shop Bache or anybody else bought his small potatoes. 
Besides sustaining the major premise, this listing in Bache’s cata¬ 
logue paid Duveen another satisfying dividend. It demonstrated, 
in Bache’s own publication, that he had bought a Girolamo da 
Cremona when he thought he was buying a Mantegna. Bache 
never bought from Contini again. 

One rival dealer, who suffered much from Duveen, still speaks 
with mixed resentment and awe about Duveen’s monopolistic grip 
on the art market. He also recalls an occasion on which Duveen 
gave him a chance to retaliate. Duveen was as prodigal of talk as of 
money, and couldn’t resist telling everybody — even his rivals — 
about his plans. To-day, this particular rival unashamedly con¬ 
fesses the pleasure he took in exploiting this weakness of Du¬ 
veen’s, though he still refers to him as ‘a miracle man in a miracle 
time’. Duveen had gleefully announced to his rival that he was 
going to buy the Dreyfus Collection, and he was going to buy it 
cheap — for a million dollars. As it happened, this dealer himself 
knew all about the Dreyfus Collection: it had recently been 
offered to him for a million dollars. Duveen found that the price 
of the collection was going up — to a million and a half, then to two 
and to three, It kept ascending. He kept confiding his grievance 
to his rival. ‘Somebody is bidding the Dreyfus up on me,’ he said 
bitterly. The rival sympathized and, knowing that Duveen would 
never let the collection go, quickly went behind the scenes to add 
to Duveen’s grievance. He bid it up beyond any possibility of 
buying it himself, but he did bid it up. He forced Duveen to pay 
the four and a half million he finally gave for the Dreyfus Collec- 
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tion. ‘Somebody might ask,’ the dealer recently said, 1 why I 
didn’t buy the collection myself when I could have had it for a 
million, dollars. Well, the answer to that is that there would have 
been no use whatever in my buying it, because I couldn’t have sold 
it. There were only a few men in America rich enough to buy it 
from me. Those men were all Duvcen clients. Had I bought it, 
all Duveen would have had to say - and he could have tossed it off 
in the most casual way - would have been “Oh, yes, the Dreyfus. 
I know all about the Dreyfus. It was offered to me first, naturally. 
Had it been interesting, of course l would have bought it.”’ 
Duveen had attained such power that the word ‘interesting’, 
properly inflected, would have killed for this rival any chance 
of selling the collection, excerpts from which now form part 
of the glory of the Mellon and Kress contributions to the National 
Gallery in Washington. 

One way Duveen maintained his position was to make sure that 
no picture ofhis ever declined in price. He was constantly buying 
back himself - or having his clients buy - Duveen pictures from 
the estates of customers, to keep the market up. When Elbert H. 
Gary died, In 1927, Duveen was afraid that an auction ofhis art 
works, most of which had come from Duveen Brothers, might 
bring such low prices that his business would be injured. He 
therefore offered to purchase the lot for a million and a half, cash. 
The offer was not accepted, so Duveen took the necessary pre¬ 
cautions. At the auction, he bought Gainsborough’s ‘Harvest 
Waggon,’ paying three hundred and sixty thousand dollars for the 
picture, which he had sold to Gary for one hundred and sixty-five 
thousand, and he persuaded several of his clients to buy at the 
auction. The sales totalled nearly two and a half million dollars, 
which was far more than Gary had spent on his collection. From 
then on, any client of Duveen’s could die secure in the knowledge 
that as long as Duveen was alive his collection would never depre¬ 
ciate in value. Clients who were so imprudent as to survive him 
were not so lucky. 

It was by methods like these that Duveen kept up the prices of 
celebrated Old Masters and gradually set up his virtual monopoly. 
He both paid and got higher prices than other dealers, and he suc¬ 
ceeded in selling the pictures for the very reason that he was will¬ 
ing to pay those higher prices. ‘You arc a great man, and your 
name is magic,’ he once said to Mellon. ‘But even your name 
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won’tget you Duveen pictures.’ He let that sink in. ‘Neither will 
my name get me Duveen pictures,’ he continued, with a rare 
access of modesty. ‘I get them because people know I will pay the 
highest prices in the world for them. I can’t afford to get you 
these pictures unless you are willing to pay me a profit on them. ’ 
He paused for effect, then said, ‘ You get them, Mr. Mellon, 
because 1 get them! ’ 









IV 


B. B. 


duveen loved walking. Especially did he love walking through art 
galleries and along the Bond Streets of the world. On his walks, 
he usually had with him a disciple or an eager customer, whom he 
would harangue on his favourite topic - indeed, his only topic: 
art. The wares he saw displayed in the windows of competitors 
often stirred him to fury. He would pound the pavement with his 
walking-stick, shouting ‘Rot! Fake! Nonsense 1 ’ so loudly that 
passers-by, whose immediate concerns were remote from Du- 
veen’s, would halt and marvel that a few daubs in a window could 
arouse such expletive passion. In his walks through public gal¬ 
leries, Duveen was less choleric; to be sure, he did not own the 
paintings displayed in them, but then neither did his competitors. 
This peripatetic method of instruction was wholly non-Socratic; 
Duveen did all the talking. He had everything to tell his pupils; 
his pupils had nothing to tell him. Two doughty American aficio¬ 
nados of medieval armour, Mackay and Hearst, received ambula¬ 
tory instruction from Duveen on die minutiae of ancient jambs, 
vambraccs, and cuirasses. Other pedestrian companions were 
Bache, Mellon, Ramsay MacDonald, Mrs. Arabella Huntington, 
and Mrs. Horace E. Dodge. Actually, Duveen would take a walk 
with anybody who was willing to listen and who could afford to 
satisfy, some day, the desire he kindled. 

In all the years of Duveen’s ascendancy, only one companion on 
his walks ever reversed Duveen’s role. With this companion, the 
teacher was the pupil, die harangucr the haranguee, the oracle the 
listener. On these very special walks Duveen’s instructor was 
Bernard Berenson, an American expatriate who lived, as he lives 
to-day, in Italy. Berenson was no mean walker himself. He was 
schoolmaster to a littie strolling group of his own, but between 
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the memberships of the two schools there was a disparity that 
could be measured only in light-years. The two schools had only 
one member in common - Duveen, master in his own, pupil in the 
other, idith Wharton took walks with Bcrcnson and was inspired 
to write a novelette in which the hero, like Bcrcnson, became 
devoted to Karly Italian art. Another stroller with Berenson was 
Marcel Proust; embedded in his great book are many reflections 
on art that passed through the fine filter of Berenson’s scholarly 
mind. Still another fellow-pedestrian was Sir Kenneth Clark, later 
the director of the National Gallery in London and one of the most 
eminent living writers and lecturers on art. Another was John 
Walker, the distinguished Chief Curator of the National Gallery in 
Washington, who still goes to Italy at the drop of a hat to amble 
with Berenson. So does Dr, Alfred M. Frankfurter, the scholarly 
editor of Ait News. Duvcen’s earliest walks with Berenson 
resulted in a notable feat of transubstantiation. Without moving 
from I Tatti, his lovely villa outside Florence, Berenson became 
the keystone of Duvecn’s remarkable career. Duveen acquired 
Berenson’s eye, marketed his intuitions, grafted on to himself his 
instructor’s opinions, authority, scholarship, and conscience. 

Berenson, a Bostonian of Lithuanian-Jewish origin, graduated 
from Harvard in 1887. A photograph of Berenson at Harvard - 
reproduced in Morris Carter’s book Isabella Stewait Gardner and 
lenwaj Court, which deals with Mrs. Jack Gardner, the celebrated 
Boston hostess and art collector — shows an extraordinarily sensi¬ 
tive and romantic profile and a superabundance of curly dark locks 
(they are locks, not merely hair), reaching to his braid-bordered 
coat collar. The photograph reveals intensity and a hint of flam¬ 
boyance, suggesting the Orient rather than the Baltic littoral. 
Logan Pearsall Smith, who became Berenson’s brother-in-law, re¬ 
marks in his volume of reminiscences, Unforgottcn Years, that there 
were two intellectuals at 1 Iarvard when he was there - George 
Santayana and Berenson - and also conveys the idea that he himself 
did not have enough intellectual equipment to approach them. At 
Harvard, Berenson quickly impressed his elders, if not all his con¬ 
temporaries. In a journal that he kept during the Second World 
War, while a generous Italian friend was hiding him, near Flor¬ 
ence, from the Germans, and that has been published in Italy, he 
records that lie found his elderly professors far more accessible 
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than the undergraduates. Instinctively, he gravitated to the 
society of his mentors - William James, Charles Eliot Norton, 
Marrett Wendell, Crawford Howell Toy, and Charles Rockwell 
Lanman, the last his professor of Sanskrit. He also became a 
fixture at the salons of Mrs. Gardner, who felt in this fervent 
undergraduate an incalculable intellectual promise. From the 
notoriously volatile Norton, Professor of the History of Art, he 
received an affection that had in it a certain ambivalence, and from 
Mrs. Gardner an affection that had in it no ambivalence whatever. 
It was Berenson who eventually selected for her the chief master¬ 
pieces in the famous collection at Fenway Court, her home in 
Boston. Later generations of Harvard undergraduates had to pay 
a dollar to visit Mrs. Gardner’s palace on a selected day each year 
and view the paintings she had collected on Berenson’s advice; the 
young Berenson, in his Harvard days, was allowed to come to see 
her any time he liked, for nothing. 

All her life, the Serpent of the Charles, as Berenson calls her - 
or, as he referred to her on one occasion, ‘Boston’s first pre¬ 
cinema star’ — indulged herself in a far-flung genealogical fantasy. 
She was bom Isabella Stewart and she often made, according to 
Morris Carter, her official biographer, the flat statement ‘ that she 
was descended from Robert Bruce and counted Mary Stuart among 
her ancestors’. But she wanted to historicize her Christian name 
also, and therefore she came to identify herself with an earlier 
patron of the arts, Isabella d’Este. The two genealogies were 
scarcely reconcilable, but it is one of the advantages of fantasy that 
it aligns the irreconcilable. Even Berenson encouraged her in this 
indulgence in mistaken identity; in one of his letters, he urged her 
to buy a picture because it was a portrait of ‘the greatest and most 
fascinating lady of the Renaissance — your worthy precursor and 
patron saint-Isabella d’Este, Marchioness of Mantua’. Mrs. Gard¬ 
ner didn’t like her ancestress’s hand, and wrote Berenson to that 
effect. Berenson wrote back that the hand wasn’t 1 offensive,’ and 
added that he wouldn’t urge the purchase solely as a work of art 
but that it had ‘potent attraction as the portrait of Isabella’, and 
Mrs. Gardner made the purchase. 

Upon Berenson’s graduation from Harvard, a group of his Bos¬ 
ton friends, in an orgy of blind investment, got up a purse of seven 
hundred and fifty dollars to send him to Europe for a year. In that 
time, they felt, his immense but vague promise would focus on 
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some specific ambition that would justify the outlay. His hopes 
amorphous but high, Berenson sailed. Unhappily, in the course of 
the year so did a number of his benefactors. They kept looking in 
on him to see how their investment was going, to try to detect a 
hardening of the molten promise into a solid core of accomplish¬ 
ment. Berenson was a slow solidifier; at the end of the year, his 
sponsors felt they had made a bad investment. At this critical 
point, Professor Ferdinand Bocher, the head of the Modem Lan¬ 
guages Department at Harvard, looked in on Berenson in Florence. 
He was not an investor but he was a friend; he thought that a year 
was too short a time in which to conduct an experiment so gravid 
with possibilities. Mrs. Gardner was in Europe at this time, and 
Bocher persuaded her to lend Berenson another seven hundred and 
fifty dollars. Berenson ultimately repaid this loan, and, by way of 
dividend, helped Mrs. Gardner assemble her collection, which cost 
her three million dollars. Duveen later offered her fifteen million 
for it, and the offer was refused. 

In Berenson’s exceptionally impersonal and self-critical Sketch 
for a Self-Portrait, published in America two years ago, he men¬ 
tions his failure to meet the demand for ‘output’ by the Boston 
syndicate. Still sensitive to the stern voice of that unsatisfied 
demand, he writes: 

I could retort to the voice, ‘ Ali about me, ever since I left Harvard, 
it was said that I was loafing, that I was wasting my best years in mere 
amusement, that the little I had published was no proof that I could or 
did work. I dared not resist the chance offered of proving that I could 
toil and plod and pedantize and bore with the best of them.’ 

The chance he refers to was the chance to prepare his first major 
work, The Drawings of the Florentine Painters, a formidable project 
on which he laboured for ten years. He considers that allowing 
himself to be ‘seduced’ into doing it was the greatest error of his 
life, because the publication of this classic turned him into ‘that 
equivocal thing’, an ‘expert’ on art. The frustration of a writer 
manque is evidenced on almost every page of Sketch for a Self-Portrait. 
He was eighty when he wrote this book, and thought he had 
‘nearly emancipated myself from the future and entirely from the 
past’, but he was still disturbed by one thing: 

One habit I have not yet succeeded in getting rid of: the inveterate 
one of feeling that when at home I must sit at my desk for so lone each 
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day to write, not letters whether of business or of friendship, but print¬ 
able stuff, even when there is no idea of publishing connected with it. 

If I have failed to do it, I feel morally hangdoggy and physically unclean. 

It is possible that a more cheerful view of Berenson’s seduction 
could be taken. For nearly half a century, he has been generally 
acknowledged the foremost authority on Italian art of the Renais¬ 
sance. Many of his pupils and disciples have become the curators 
of the major art galleries of the world. One of them, looking 
lovingly at a copy of Berenson’s Italian Painters of the Renaissance, 
recently said to a visitor, ‘No curator could possibly do without 
this. ’ To Berenson’s exquisite villa, I Tatti, with its brilliant col¬ 
lection of pictures and its magnificent library of books and photo¬ 
graphs, come the great figures of our time and those aspiring to be 
the great figures of the future. Berenson, who deplores the fact 
that he can’t say no, sees most of them. In one of the smaller living 
rooms at I Tatti, where luncheon guests are served cocktails 
and canapes, there hangs an altarpiece, a gold-framed triptych by 
Sassetta, depicting ‘Saint Francis in Ecstasy’ and other subjects. 
‘You know, this house has a peculiar effect on people,’ Berenson 
said ruefully to one visitor a few months ago. ‘It makes them 
behave as though they were in church.’ Nevertheless, the pre¬ 
luncheon conversation in this room is usually gay and secular. Like 
George Bernard Shaw, Berenson early came to be known by his 
initials. Even his wife called him B. B. Italians affectionately refer 
to him as 11 Bibi. 

In the sixty-four years Berenson has lived in Italy - ‘I cannot be 
considered a casual visitor,’ he once said - he has produced a suc¬ 
cession of books and monographs on Italian art that are classic 
works in their field. His contributions to art scholarship are many 
and diverse. Having observed, in his research, that certain groups 
of paintings that had long been attributed to well-known masters 
showed consistent deviations, Berenson felt they must be the work 
of other, unknown artists. He invented for these unknown artists 
names that indicated their origins - names like Master of the 
Castello Nativity, Master of San Miniato, Alunno di Benozzo, Alun- 
no di Domenico. ‘Master’, as Berenson uses the word, has a 
special meaning. Since the painter of certain works cannot be 
identified, Berenson will choose one painting - the ‘Gastello* 
Nativity, for example — that seems to him to illustrate most clearly 
the style of the painter and then attribute all the paintings in this 
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style to that artist. ‘Alunno di’ is the Italian way of saying ‘pupil 
of’, and Bercnson uses the phrase to designate a painter who is 
himself unknown by name but whose style strongly resembles that 
of a master who is known. 

Two of Bcrenson’s specific creations, Alunno di Domenico and 
Arnico di Sandro, have interesting biographies. In the case of the 
former, Berenson had a satisfaction that must have come to very 
few people in the history of scholarship: the lost birth certificate 
turned up. After he had invented Alunno di Domenico, docu¬ 
mentary evidence proved that one artist, Bartolommeo di Gio¬ 
vanni, had indeed painted all the pictures Berenson had attributed 
to him. Pygmalion, working in the dark, suddenly found his 
Galatea flooded with light. The history of his other creation, 
Arnico di Sandro, is a gruesome tale of disinterested infanticide. 
There was, Berenson felt, one artist whose style combined the 
features of Sandro Botticelli and Filippino Lippi, with a dash of 
Ghirlandaio; he wasn’t any of these, but he leaned most heavily 
towards Botticelli. Berenson christened him Arnico di Sandro and 
attributed a group of pictures to him. In Arnico di Sandro he 
created an artist who was more consistent, more nearly perfect, 
more distinctive, and more readily recognizable than any actual 
artist. This human artifact of Berenson’s was in itself a work of 
art; it grew in beauty as, over the years, he increased the man’s 
production. Arnico got better and better. He never had a lapse; 
he seemed immune to the declensions that afflict other artists. 
His market value in America went up steadily. One of the greatest 
American collectors paid altitudinous prices for him, and blessed 
Berenson for having created him. But then Berenson began to dis¬ 
approve of Arnico. His patient and laborious studies finally per¬ 
suaded him that Amico was too good to be true. Nobody, Beren¬ 
son felt, could be that good - so consistent, so distinctive. In the 
strong solution of Berenson’s scholarship, Amico disintegrated. 
Berenson divided him into three parts; he gave part of him back 
to Botticelli, part to Filippino Lippi, and part to Ghirlandaio. The 
effect on the American collector who had paid so high for Amico 
was catastrophic. He turned on the Pygmalion of I Tatti. In the 
interests of some such vapourish abstraction as the integrity of 
scholarship, Berenson had demolished the finest anonym the col¬ 
lector owned. The circumstance that if it hadn’t been for Beren¬ 
son, he couldn’t have taken up with Amico in the first place did 
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not mitigate his anger. He had paid a price for Amico commen¬ 
surate with the eminence of Amico’s creator. If Bcrenson was 
willing to question the legitimacy of his offspring, he wasn’t; he 
suffered a paroxysm of loyalty, and in his anguish he made the cate¬ 
gorical assertion, ‘Berenson is crazy!’ The late Amico’s pictures 
were as lovely as ever, but this did not console him; Berenson said 
they were not by Amico. There have been many instances of 
somebody’s hitting the ceiling because a picture turned out not to 
be by the artist who was thought to have painted it, but this was 
the first instance of somebody’s hitting the ceiling because a 
picture turned out not to be by an artist that it was not by in the 
first place. The American collector stuck to Amico, Berenson or 
no Berenson. And it is not inconceivable that he will some day 
reap the rewards of his loyalty. Documentation came forth to 
actualize Alunno di Domenico. Perhaps a similar miracle will 
occur in the case of Amico di Sandro. 

Something of Berenson’s legendary quality may be gathered 
from an anecdote in his journal. After his period of hiding during 
the war, he had barely settled down again in the somewhat 
damaged I Tatti when four young men came to see him. One was 
a painter and two were ambitious to be art critics. When Beren¬ 
son questioned the fourth, the young man admitted he had no in¬ 
terest in art. ‘ Why, then, have you come to see me ? ’ B. B. asked. 
The young man replied, ‘Oh, I just thought that you were a sight 
one ought to see.’ And, indeed, Berenson is. It has been said that 
he is the epitome of what the descendants of an Immemorial aristo¬ 
cratic line should look like but unfortunately seldom do. His 
appearance may stem from the fact that his background, while 
certainly not manorial, was in a sense aristocratic. He has referred 
to himself as ‘a child of the aristocratic and cultural ghetto’; his 
ancestors were rabbis. He is small and dresses with great elegance, 
and he speaks in a voice that is at once soft and penetrating. He 
speaks English like a cultured foreigner, pronouncing each syllable 
punctiliously: ‘When I was a jun-i-or at Har-vard’, ‘pas-sion-ate 
de-vo-tion’. A high-born Italian friend says that Berenson speaks 
Italian the same way; his Italian, this friend maintains, is straight 
out of Dante. Once when he lost his temper and mellifluously 
berated a Venetian gondolier who had taken him down the wrong 
canal, so that he missed a view he had wanted to see, the lucky 
boatman thought he was being complimented. There is no longer 
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in his appearance any hint of flamboyance; his skin is dead white, 
almost transparent; his blue eyes arc clear and lively. He has been 
described by another of his friends as ‘a wizard in ivoiy’. One 
doesn’t quite get from his imposing appearance an impression of 
serenity; Berenson is too minutely aware of what is going on in the 
world, and too combatively interested in it, for that. When his 
face is in repose, there is, at the most, the suggestion of a fleeting 
truce between the warring of what he has called his ‘many selves’. 

Not long ago, Berenson journeyed from I Tatti to Venice to 
attend the great Bellini Exhibition, in the Doges’ Palace. His name 
was mentioned on nearly every page of the catalogue; the text 
describing the hundred and forty-one pictures was studded with 
references to his works, and the bibliographical index listed eleven 
books by him. One morning, Berenson, strolling from his hotel 
to the palace, in the company of an American correspondent he 
had invited to go along, remarked of Venice, ‘The richest, and 
most exquisite artifact in the history of civilization because she 
has been spared by that great and beneficent goddess, Poverty. For 
a century, die Venetians have been too poor to build anything 
new.’ As Berenson and the correspondent walked through the 
busy narrow streets, over the gentle humps of the bridges crossing 
the little canals, past the black-and-ash-grey facades of ancient 
churches that looked like the intricately decorated frontispieces of 
medieval storybooks, the crowds swirled past the small, slowly 
moving figure in brown fedora, brown suit, gleaming brown boots. 
Berenson kept raising his hat to acquaintances. He spoke of the 
dozens of American books and magazine articles he had been read¬ 
ing. The correspondent suddenly found himself in the middle of a 
discussion of Phillips Brooks, the Boston divine. The comers of 
Berenson’s eyes crinkled. What he was about to say seemed so 
funny to him that he stopped dead to emphasize it. ‘Do you 
know,’ he said, ‘that when I went to call upon the Spanish philo¬ 
sopher Unamuno, in Salamanca, and happened to ask him whom 
he preferred to read, who his favourite American author was, 
he replied, “Phillips Brooks. I love the sermons of Phillips 
Brooks”?’ When B. B. had recovered from his enjoyment of this 
surprising preference, he started walking again, and the two men 
emerged presently into the great, colonnaded splendour of the 
Piazza San Marco. They paused for a moment, as anyone must, 
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even a person to whom the scene is as familiar as it is to Berenson. 
The comers of his eyes crinkled again. ‘Do you know,’ he said, 
‘that one evening, as a petit-bourgeois French couple, trippers, 
were coming out of that little street beside San Marco he pointed 
his walking-stick - ‘the man was overheard to say to his wife, his 
voice twanging with irritation, “I told you there was a square 
here”?’ 

Outside the doors of the exhibition, a small group greeted 
Berenson - officials of the show, and various dignitaries. There was 
much hat lifting and embracing and a flood of Italian. A man whom 
Berenson evidently had not seen for a long time came up and they 
embraced affectionately. The two conversed m German, and after 
a few minutes, the man began to cry and hastily moved away. 
Berenson, followed by everyone else, walked in to the exhibit. 
The muscles in his face looked taut. ‘ That was the director of the 
museum in Dresden before the war, ’ he told the correspondent. 
‘He returned to resume his former post, but the Russians came 
and carted everything off- all the most beautiful things. They had 
no right to them, but they took them. What made my friend cry 
was not alone that they took the tilings off but that they weie so badly 
packed ! I execrate those people!’ A lady came up to him, smiling 
and breathless. Berenson greeted her ecstatically and introduced 
her to the correspondent. ‘Miss Freya Stark,’Berenson said. ‘Do 
you know her books ? No ? Then you have missed an enchantment 
beyond belief. Of course, you wouldn’t know it in her present 
conventional dress, but she is a Bedouin. She was intended by 
Providence to be a Bedouin. ’ Miss Stark laughed, and the little 
procession moved on to the pictures. 

Now Berenson went to work with his tools - a flashlight, a mag¬ 
nifying glass, and, slung over one shoulder, a pair of opera glasses. 
Turning on the flashlight, he peered through the magnifying glass 
at the dark, aged backgrounds of the pictures - at a fillet of myrtle 
around the head of a saint in one, at the soft contours of the hills 
behind Vicenza in another. The torch lit the fading hills. ‘Exactly 
what it is to-day, isn’t it, Freya?’ lie said, and he and Miss Stark 
gazed with delight at an example of the unchanging in a changing 
world. ‘Do you remember the Latin poet who describes this 
scene?’Berenson asked her. ‘You used to know him.’ Miss Stark 
began to recite the pertinent verse, but after the first two lines he 
took over and recited the rest. On the great triptychs and some of 
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the other altarpieces, Berenson trained his opera glasses. Before 
No. 80 - ‘11 Cristo Morto Sorretto da Angeli’ - he stopped. The 
catalogue contained a reference to what Berenson had said about 
the painting in 1894 , but he was as moved as if he were seeing it for 
the first time. The picture shows Christ seated, the head fallen 
against the right shoulder, the eyes closed. Four lovely cherubs 
are supporting him. One of the cherubs stands partly behind the 
Christ, so that only his small legs and tiny torso are visible. ‘The 
audacity of Bellini 1 ’ said Berenson. ‘ What a dazzling innovator he 
was to allow that child’s head to remain invisible! And look - 
look at these adorable children! Look at their faces! They know 
that Christ has suffered; they are aware of it without understand¬ 
ing it. They know that they ought to be sympathetic, and they arc 
doing their best. What they are really longing for is to be off by 
themselves. And you know that in a few minutes, when they are 
away from the tragic figure, they will be laughing and playing hap¬ 
pily. They really can’t wait.’ B. B. stopped speaking. He stood in 
silence, drinking in the picture, and so did his group, for whom it 
had become a symbol of die chasm between the innocence of child¬ 
hood and the agony of living. ‘And to diink that this glorious pic¬ 
ture is kept hidden away in Rimini, where, of course, no one ever 
sees it,’ he said as he moved off. He found quick comfort in one 
panel of a nearby altarpiece - a Church father in a heavily brocaded 
robe, one hand holding a staff, the other resting on his knee. ‘See 
the weight of that hand! ’ Berenson exclaimed. ‘And the weight of 
that brocade 1 You must feel a muscular reaction. If you don’t feel 
it physically, it’s mere illustration.’ The correspondent did in¬ 
deed feel tihe two weights. There percolated into his mind a 
dim notion of what Berenson’s famous ‘tactile values’ are. B. B. 
moved on, then stopped, his flashlight and glass focused on a small, 
dark picture. ‘This Bellini is not a Bellini,’ he said at once, with¬ 
out even turning round to see whether he was overheard. ‘ But it’s 
very well worth looking at.’ The correspondent looked at it, but 
with the feeling that he was wasting his time. An American in the 
group was writing a biography of Bellini. ‘Please, B. B.,’ he said 
now, 'will you come and look at this predella. I am not at all sure 
. . B. B. darted across the room, examined it, and was sure. 
The group drifted on through the exhibition rooms. Berenson 
linked arms with the correspondent and said, ‘Now I should like 
you to see a most wonderful thing, a work of sublime genius, a 
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picture of the greatest spirit ever produced. Its significance is - if 
you will forgive me - cosmic. If people looked at it with sympathy 
and understanding - if everyone did - they would find salvation in it. 
It would be the salvation of all of us.’ They halted before No. 44, 
‘II Salvatore Benedicente,’ lent by the Louvre - a Christ, three- 
quarter length. The right hand is raised, the lips are parted, the 
left hand clasps a Bible. The habiliment is brown, rent to show the 
breast. The eyes are pale blue. At this picture Bercnson stared a 
long time, saying nothing at all. 

At lunch that day in the dining-room of his hotel, Berenson, 
surrounded by eight or ten friends, was in high spirits, despite the 
strenuous morning he had put in at the Doges’ Palace. He said that 
after living for many years in cherished obscurity he had begun to 
receive fan letters from America. An excerpt from his Sketch for a 
Self-Portrait had appeared, with photographs, in an American maga¬ 
zine, and this had started the flow. He was forced to conclude 
that this magazine was read almost exclusively in hairdressing par¬ 
lours, he said, for many of the letters began, ‘While having my 
hair done to-day, I happened to read your fascinating . . .’ Beren- 
son had evolved a picture of rows of ladies under aluminium 
helmets absorbing simultaneously his transient, rueful octogenarian 
reflections and their permanents. One of the lunch guests, the 
curator John Walker, whom Berenson refers to as his ‘pet biped,’ 
was gravely quoted by another guest, an earnest young man, as 
having said that no person should be engaged for even a minor post 
in a museum unless he is thoroughly familiar with Berenson’s 
Italian Painters of the Renaissance. B. B.’s eyes lit with humorous 
malice. He turned to his pet biped. ‘Do you swear them in?’he 
asked. ‘You should swear them in, the way they do Presidents 
and Supreme Court Justices in the United States.’ He jumped to 
his feet, put .one hand on an imaginary Italian Painters of the Renais¬ 
sance, and raised the other. ‘I solemnly swear not to offer an 
opinion on an Italian picture between 1201 and 1699 without 
having duly mastered . . .’ He kept improvising until the whole 
thing was dissolved in self-mockery. 

Of all the important American collectors, Berenson admired 
Frick the most, it appeared. For one tiling, he had a beautiful 
head. And although Berenson never found much to admire in the 
furnishings and pictures in Frick’s Pittsburgh mansion, he was 
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warm in his praise for the French art in the Frick Collection in 
New York. He told a story about Frick. Tire American collectors 
of Frick’s era, he said, often felt guilty about paying such vast sums 
for their pictures, and Frick was no exception. Frick had bought 
Velasquez’s ‘Philip IV of Spain’ for around four hundred thousand 
dollars. Learning that Philip IV had paid Velasquez the equivalent 
of six hundred dollars for it, Frick made an elaborate computation 
to find out what six hundred dollars at six per cent interest com¬ 
pounded semi-annually from 164.J to 19x0 would come to, and 
found, to his joy, that he had got the picture for less than nothing. 

Then Berenson recalled a similar story about H. E. Huntington. 
A friend of Huntington’s had once said he was shocked that a sen¬ 
sible man would pay six hundred and twenty thousand dollars for 
one picture. He was referring to Gainsborough’s ‘The Blue Boy,’ 
which Huntington had bought from Duveen. Huntington, who 
knew there was no use trying to explain the delights of collecting 
to a non-believer, tried to justify his purchase on economic 
grounds; he figured out a way of reducing the price he had paid 
after he had paid it. ‘Listen,’ he said. ‘I’ve bought ’em for five 
hundred, for five thousand, for a hundred and fifty thousand. The 
one I paid six-twenty for is the greatest in the world. When you 
average ’em all up, the price of each isn’t bad.’ 

These stories led Berenson to enlarge on the vagaries of collec¬ 
tors and patrons of art. On the whole, he thought the twentieth- 
century ones an improvement over the historic ones. He said 
some harsh words about Isabella d’Este, and spoke as resentfully 
of her shameful treatment of Mantegna as if the indignity the 
painter suffered had occurred only a few days before. He circled 
round to that later Isabella, Mrs. Jack Gardner, whose vivacity and 
charm were, he said, unforgettable. ‘But you know that after her 
husband died - he was the dearest fellow in the world - Mrs. 
Jack made a great discovery,’ Berenson said. ‘She discovered that 
things cost money. Mrs. Leland Stanford made the same discovery 
after her husband died, and then she lived like a starveling. Mrs. 
Jack, when she came to Europe in later years and returned to the 
hotels where she had lavishly stayed as the Dollar Princess, asked 
for the cheapest rooms. On one visit to America, thirty years ago, 
my wife and I were her guests, and at dinner the first night there 
was scarcely enough to eat. We thought, Well, we are going to 
the theatre, and when we get back, there will be supper. There 
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was no supper. After we’d gone upstairs to our rooms, Mary and 
I felt hunger pangs. We couldn’t get to sleep, and we stole down¬ 
stairs to the kitchen to forage in the icebox. In that immense 
repository we found two dog biscuits! ’ Berenson touched on the 
racial influxes that had transformed the character of New England 
entirely since his day, made some inquiries about the recent 
acquisitions of the Nelson Gallery of Art, in Kansas City, and then 
went up to his room to take a nap. 

Berenson first saw Duveen in London, in 1906. Lady Sassoon, 
the wife of Sir Edward Albert Sassoon and mother of Sir Philip 
Sassoon, and a devoted friend of Berenson - he refers to her as the 
‘noblest of the Rothschild women’ - urged him to go to the Du¬ 
veen London gallery. Duveen, then thirty-seven, had just bought 
the Hainauer Collection, and Lady Sassoon wanted Berenson to 
look at some of the pieces. On her promise that she would not 
introduce him, he consented. One of the pictures Berenson looked 
at was first rate, and he decided to try to buy it for Mrs. Gardner. 
Til pay you £30,000 for it,’ he said, without preliminaries, to 
Duveen. Duveen turned to Lady Sassoon. ‘This fellow knows too 
much,’ he said, smiling. Berenson and Lady Sassoon left the gal¬ 
lery without Berenson’s having been introduced and without Du- 
veen’s having either accepted or rejected the offer. Mrs. Gardner 
never got the picture. It went to a favourite client of Duveen’s for 
about £60,000. Berenson had unwittingly put a ceiling price on 
the picture, and Duveen used it as a floor. 

Though Berenson had not been introduced, Duveen had guessed 
who the visitor was, and their encounter was to have an enormous 
effect on Berenson’s future. Duveen, more definite about his aims 
than Berenson - after all, truth and beauty are imponderables, 
offering their pursuer a good deal of latitude - and, in the worldly 
sense, much shrewder, seems to have had a suspicion of what 
Berenson’s visit could mean to him; Berenson obviously had none. 
When Berenson left Duveen without having met him, he didn’t 
expect he’d ever have to see him again. He was wrong. Not long 
afterwards, Duveen sought out Berenson. This time they met. 
Duveen asked Berenson to become his paid adviser on Italian pic¬ 
tures. Berenson would authenticate pictures for him and would 
tell him what pictures he considered worth buying. Duveen 
would give him an annual retaining fee and a commission on sales. 
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Berenson accepted, on condition that he should have nothing 
whatever to do with the selling. Duveen was perfectly satisfied; 
after all, when it came to selling pictures, he didn’t need anybody’s 
help. This arrangement was to continue for thirty years, and was 
to bring Berenson an affluence unprecedented in the world of 
scholarship. 

Duveen had the practical man’s contempt for the scholar. 
‘Berenson may know what’s authentic, but only I know what will 
sell,’ Duveen would say, laughing. Or he would say, ‘If I were to 
follow Berenson, I would have a basementful of wonderful master¬ 
pieces that no one would buy.’ From Duvcen’s point of view, 
Berenson had a limitation: he didn’t care in the least what would 
sell; he was interested solely in what was beautiful. And between 
Berenson’s aesthetic standards and the standards of Duveen’s 
American customers there was a considerable gap. Duveen’s prin¬ 
cipal clients were ageing men, and they liked bright colours, they 
liked opulence, they liked youth and beauty; they wanted to be 
cheered up. Viewing Duveen’s wares in his Fifth Avenue gallery, 
they constituted a kind of collector’s baldhead row. Frick would 
buy only pictures of the first rank that were authoritatively certi¬ 
fied, but Mellon had to like a picture. Mellon wanted a picture to 
be not only first rank but attractive, and this made him a special 
problem for Duveen, because some of Berenson’s recommenda¬ 
tions were just first rank. That is one reason Duveen put a high 
value on his selection from Berenson’s selection. 

For a long time, there hung in Duveen’s London office a superb 
Masaccio that he had bought only because B. B. was enthusiastic 
about it. Duveen felt that his clients wouldn’t like it very much. 
The picture was sombre. Duveen had some of his major customers 
in for a look at it and exercised his panegyrics on it. They didn’t 
work. A picture that wouldn’t respond to Duveen’s enthusiasm 
became in Duveen’s eyes a picture that was too gross for civilized 
society. As it stayed on and on in his office, he gradually conceived 
for it an aversion that amounted to hatred. One day, feeling that 
he couldn’t stand the unwanted guest a minute longer, he sum¬ 
moned his assistant, Boggis. ‘Get me an axe I ’ he said. ‘I want to 
chop up this picture.’ ‘Don’t chop it up, Joe,’ Boggis said. 

* B. B. likes it. ’ Duveen forced himself to look at something more 
saleable, to keep from destroying the masterpiece. Eventually, 
the adviser to an important collector, who had come upon a de- 
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scription of the picture in one of B. B.’s books, got his client to 
buy it. 

That was as near as Berenson ever came to actually selling a 
picture. He once gave one away, however, under somewhat spec¬ 
tacular circumstances. A big New York copra man who was a col¬ 
lector of consequence was about to make a business trip to the 
South Seas when he was told that Berenson was coming to the 
United States to catalogue a collection of Italian paintings and 
would be in New York for a month or so. ‘Why doesn’t he stay 
in my apartment?’ he inquired of his informant. ‘It’s all staffed, 
and I’ll be going away just as he gets here.’ Berenson spent the 
month there, and felt so grateful to his host, whom he had never 
met, that he wrote to his wife asking her to send the copra man 
one of his pictures as a present — something ‘really nice’. The 
catalogue finished, Berenson sailed for home. On his first evening 
back, he had a reunion with his pictures. ‘Where is the little 
Domenico Vcneziano?’ he asked his wife. ‘Oh,’ said Mrs. Beren¬ 
son, ‘you told me to send a nice picture to your friend in New 
York, and I sent him that.’ When Berenson had recovered from 
the impact of his wife’s obedience, he said, ‘I asked you to send 
him something nice. I didn’t ask you to send him my very favour¬ 
ite.’ Copra took a slump, and Berenson’s New York host sold his 
pictures. The Domenico Veneziano was bought by Kress for four 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Berenson’s claim that he paid 
the highest month’s rent in the annals of New York real estate 
may well he justified. His rent payment now hangs in the National 
Gallery in Washington. 

According to Berenson, Duveen himself was an artist of a sort; 
he got an artist’s pleasure out of the tremendous sales he nego¬ 
tiated, and out of his role as purveyor to the most powerful men in 
the world. He got pleasure, too, out of clowning. His attitude 
towards people like Berenson and his following might, Berenson 
says, be epitomized as something like this: ‘Now, look here, I am 
not one of you, nor am I even ambitious to be one of you. I am 
aware that I don’t rate your society, but we have to be together for 
other reasons, and since I have the gift of clowning, the least I can 
do is amuse you. That is my passport; that is my price of admis¬ 
sion.’ Mrs. Berenson liked Duveen immensely; she found his 
vitality and exuberance irresistible. So did Berenson when Du¬ 
veen was on the premises. There was something about Duveen — 
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'» Chaplincsque quality,’ Berenson calls it - that captivated him. 
But as soon as Duveen was gone, Berenson couldn’t bear the 
thought of him. Berenson, who has always divided people into 
the ‘life-enhancing’ and the ‘life-diminishing,’ was reluctantly 
forced to put Duveen in die first group. Once, after Duveen had 
made a flying visit to I Tatti, Mrs. Berenson said, ‘Oh, Joe is 
wonderful. He’s like champagne I* ‘More like gin,’ grumbled 
B. B. 

There are a number of Duveen anecdotes in the Berenson 
memory. While travelling through Central Europe in search of 
pictures after the First World War, Duveen stopped at a frontier 
town, and, since no one was allowed to carry more than a limited 
amount of money across the border, stuffed a wad of bills into his 
hat. As his visa was being stamped, he saw a friend standing near¬ 
by, and raised the hat. All the money fell out. It was confiscated, 
and Duveen had to borrow from the friend to whom he had been 
so polite. Another time, when Duveen was in conference in his 
London office with an assistant named A. E. Bowles, someone 
brought in an English magazine that contained an article telling 
how Duveen ran his business. The writer revealed a surprising 
intimacy with the mechanics of the enterprise. Duveen turned on 
Bowles in fury. ‘How did this fellow come to know all this?’ he 
screamed. ‘He must have listened to your talk, Lord Duveen,’ 
said Bowles deferentially, When Duveen’s daughter was a very 
little girl, the family went to Dieppe for a holiday. Duveen took 
the child to the beach. She dipped her foot in the sea and found 
the water too cold, so she wouldn't go in. Duveen collected some 
sticks and borrowed a tea kettle, built a fire on the beach, heated 
some water till it steamed, and poured it into the sea. His 
daughter then went in without a whimper. 

In the ferociously competitive jungle of the art dealers’ world, 
Duveen was an insatiable tiger who saw no reason why he shouldn’t 
devour everything in sight, ‘The difference you have createdinthe 
price of first-rate pictures and third-rate pictures is so vast, ’ Beren¬ 
son once said to him, ‘that you’ll drive people into buying the 
third rate rather than pay the fabulous sums your monopoly enables 
you to exact.’ But Duveen’s prices went on spiralling. He 
believed in keeping the market up, and he kept it up; it collapsed 
only after he died. Yet, says Berenson, Duveen’s ‘life-enhancing’ 
artist’s quality made him ‘a Iamb and an angel ’ compared to some 



of his competitors. ‘He would make you pay outrageously,’ says 
B. B., ‘he would exact the last possible penny in a deal, and then 
would spend thousands of dollars on you with the most open- 
handed generosity.’ 

The welding of the personalities of Berenson and Duveen, a 
welding for which the cold facts of existence were wholly respon¬ 
sible, was an odd one. Duveen, bold and headlong and driving, 
was the figurehead of a ship that carried as its sole passenger, in its 
solitary cabin, one of the most civilized and sensitive men in the 
world. Duveen, who couldn’t stand owning only a part of any¬ 
thing, regarded Berenson as his property - the last thing on earth 
Berenson wanted to be. When, from time to time, Berenson 
authenticated a picture for a rival dealer, Duveen felt betrayed. 
Duveen had said to Mellon, and to Kress, and to Frick, and to 
Bache, and to Altman, and to Joseph E. Widener, and to H. E. 
Huntington, ‘Never buy an Italian picture without a Berenson 
approval! Never!’ He implied that such a policy would protect 
the purchaser of an Italian picture from everyone in the world - 
including himself. This was simply good business on Duveen’s 
part. He had almost a monopoly on the supply of Old Masters, 
and he thought he had a monopoly on Berenson. Berenson had 
come to be Duveen’s hallmark. As Duveen became more success¬ 
ful, he also became more totalitarian. He was convinced that a 
masterpiece must be sold only through him, that any rival was a 
poacher on his special preserve. Berenson argued with Duveen 
that if other professionals bought and sold great pictures, they 
would in the end help Duveen, for they would expand the market. 
It was no use. Duveen persisted in regarding Berenson’s authenti¬ 
cation of other dealers’ holdings as a breach of contract, though no 
contract had ever existed between them. 

Still another matter troubled Duveen, He found Berenson as 
circumspect about expressing an opinion as his American clients 
were about spending their money. Duveen relied on flair, Beren¬ 
son on science and what he called his ‘sense of antecedent prob¬ 
ability’. In Europe, Duveen and Berenson went to museums and 
exhibitions and private showings together. On a visit to a museum 
in Munich, Berenson saw much to deliberate over, but it was hard 
for Duveen to take an interest in pictures he knew he could never 
buy. He kept crying out, when B. B. paused at length before a 
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painting,‘Next! Next!’ Berenson, wielding his flashlight, focus¬ 
ing his opera glasses, refused to be hurried; Duveen’s exhortations 
only slowed down his tempo. And B. B. ’s attitude toward pictures 
that Duveen could acquire was even more annoying. Duvecn would 
try to bully him into enthusiasm; Berenson wouldn’t be bullied. 
‘This is marvellous, B. B.! Marvellous!’ Duveen would exclaim 
when he saw something that looked especially saleable. Already 
phrases he could use while displaying it in the private showroom 
of his Fifth Avenue gallery were taking shape in his mind; he saw 
his little circle of American customers listening, enthralled. ‘It’s 
not marvellous, Joe,’ B. B. would say quietly, lulling at a stroke a 
lucrative fantasy. When B. B. did admit that he thought a painting 
was marvellous, the painting was apt to be a very dark one, and 
Duveen worried about his American clients’ love of bright colours. 
‘ Why is this picture mars'ellous, B. B.?’ he would ask brusquely. 
T don’t think it’s marvellous at all.’ It was Duveen’s method of 
saying that he wasn’t going to buy the painting, and it was also his 
method of getting an education. He was usually eager to draw 
Berenson out, so that possibly he himself might one day be able to 
discover the marvellous in a picture - provided it was painted in 
bright colours. And he had another motive; he wanted to be able 
to judge pictures that were outside Berenson’s province. B. B. 
has always said, ‘I will not baptize outside my parish’, which is 
Italian painting from the thirteenth to the seventeenth century. 
But Duveen’s parish was the universe, and by expressing his 
opinions to Berenson he goaded his counsellor into expressing his. 
Duveen used the tips he got this way when buying pictures of 
other schools or other centuries, when he had no B. B. to guide 
him. 

On one occasion, die two men collided head-on over a painting 
within Berenson’s parish. Berenson had gone to America to cata¬ 
logue the Italian paintings in P. A. 13 . Widener’s collection. A 
supper-party was given in B. B.’s honour by a New York banker 
and his wife, who were well-known collectors. His hosts were 
bubbling with enthusiasm for a Botticelli they had just acquired, 
and they made haste to lead Berenson to it. He inspected it. 
‘This is no Botticelli,’ he said. ‘Where did you get it?’ ‘We got 
it from Duveen, ’ said his host. ‘ And he’s coming to supper, too. ’ 
Duveen arrived, and was brought before the picture and con¬ 
fronted with Berenson’s disturbing denial. ‘Who told you this was 
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a Botticelli?’ asked Berenson gently. Duveen foamed authorities. 
‘Nevertheless, it is not a Botticelli,’ B. B. said. Duveen at once 
offered to take the picture back and refund the money. The 
supper-party was not a notable success. 

Later, in the nineteen-thirties, Berenson disappointed Duveen 
in much more serious circumstances. He refused to certify that a 
picture Duveen was about to sell Mellon as a Giorgione was a 
Giorgione. Berenson insisted that it was a Titian. There was a 
violent quarrel between the two men, and this ended their friend¬ 
ship and their business association. Among art dealers, the differ¬ 
ence between Giorgione and Titian is immense; that is, the differ¬ 
ence between what you can sell a Titian for and what you can sell 
a Giorgione for is immense. Titian lived to be ninety-nine and 
was a hard worker, so his output was colossal. Giorgione, who 
was Titian’s master and friend, died young, so there are very few 
Giorgiones. When a familiar itch in his fingers told Duveen that 
he was about to put them on a highly regarded painting reputed to 
be by Giorgione - ‘The Adoration of the Shepherds,’ owned by 
Viscount Allendale - he was wild with excitement. He went to 
Mellon, who had plenty of Titians but was hungry for Giorgiones, 
and whipped up his enthusiasm. Then he sailed for England, pried 
the almost unexceptionable Giorgione away from the Viscount for 
£100,000, and came right back with it. Duveen was aware that 
B. B.’s still but not small voice had once said that the Allendale 
painting was a Titian. He felt confident, however, that Berenson 
by now saw this picture as he, Duveen, saw it. Berenson had been 
known to change his mind; once, testifying in one of the many law¬ 
suits in which Duveen was the defendant, he had reversed an 
opinion. When die plaintiff’s counsel pounced on diis reversal, 
Berenson said imperturbably, ‘I never stick to a mistake. ’ Duveen, 
in his incorrigible optimism, was certain Berenson would say that 
the Allendale was at least partly - that was all Duveen needed - by 
Giorgione. Berenson was in Cyprus when he received a long cable 
from Duveen asking him to admit that the picture he was about to 
sell to Mellon was indeed a Giorgione. B. B. cabled an indignant 
refusal. When he returned to Florence, one of Duveen’s European 
representatives, accompanied by the picture itself, called upon 
him and repeated Duveen’s request. Berenson studied it carefully 
for several days and came to the same conclusion as before; 
namely, diat it was an early Titian. 
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There is a story that news of the perpetual dispute over whether 
certain pictures were painted by Giorgione or Titian reached Hea¬ 
ven itself and disturbed the friendly relations between the two 
artists. Titian and Giorgione, who on earth had been so cordial, 
began to argue fiercely over the authorship of one masterpiece. 
Titian said that the picture couldn’t possibly have been painted by 
the older ghost, that he had been dead for forty years when he, 
Titian, finished it. Giorgione pointed to brush strokes that, he 
flattered himself, only he could have executed. There seemed only 
one reasonable way of resolving the argument. ‘We’ll ask Beren- 
son,’ they said, with one voice. The decision is still in abeyance, 
pending the arrival of B. B. But Duveen couldn’t wait that long 
for a decision on the Allendale. Already he was gently usher¬ 
ing Mellon through the silken portieres of his salesmanship. Du¬ 
veen beautifully ensconced the Giorgione/Titian all by itself, 
perched on an easel and reverently lighted, in a small, velvet-hung 
room in the Duveen palace on Fifth Avenue. When Duveen 
showed a major client one picture at a time, as he liked to do, he 
displayed the single picture with the same solicitude David Belasco 
employed in displaying his stars. Sometimes, Duveen would begin 
by telling the client that he had just got something wonderful for 
him. He would press a button to signal Boggis that it was time to 
bring in the something wonderful and put it on an easel. Other 
limes, be would lead his client into the velvet-hung room, where 
the thoughtfully lighted masterwork awaited lum. Mellon had 
been completely — or almost completely - sold on the picture in 
advance, and when he finally sat before it, under the spell of a 
second Duveen pajan, he was enraptured. Duveen wanted three- 
quarters of a million dollars for it, and Mellon knew that when 
you were buying a Giorgione you couldn’t decently quibble about 
price. At this ticklish point, Duvecn’s own special pedagogical 
method recoiled on him. Mellon, to demonstrate how well he 
retained what Duveen had taught him, alluded to Lesson No. i. 
‘What does B. B. say?’ he asked. ’Nevermind about that,’ Duveen 
replied sharply. 'I say it’s a Giorgione. Everybody says it’s a Gior¬ 
gione. And there isn’t a doubt in die world that B. B. will say it’s 
a Giorgione!’ Reassured, Mellon took the picture home. But 
B. B. didn’t say it was a Giorgione. In fact, not long afterwards, he 
wrote a letter to Royal Cortissoz, the art critic of the New York 
Herald Tribune, in which he said: 
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You are acquainted, of course, with the Allendale picture, one of the 
most fascinating Giorgionesque pictures ever painted. The problem of 
how to attribute it has preoccupied me for many years. I naturally left 
no name untried. Finally, some ten or twelve years ago, the light 
dawned upon me, and I began to see that it must be Titian’s, perhaps 
his earliest work, but only half out of the egg, the other half still in the 
Giorgione formula - the landscape, namely. Recently I have seen the 
picture again and was in raptures over its enchantment and beauty. 
Yet the longer I looked the more and more I saw in it the emerging 
art of Titian. It is my deepest conviction that this attribution will 
ultimately win through. 

When Berenson’s certificate failed to materialize, Mellon 
returned the picture to Duveen. ‘ I don’t want another Titian, ’ he 
said sourly. ‘Find me a Giorgione.’ The deal was off, and so, in 
no time at all, was the business arrangement of so many years’ 
standing between Duveen and Berenson. 

Having the picture accepted as a Giorgione became a matter of 
prestige for Duveen; he felt he simply had to sell the Allendale, 
and as a Giorgione. He could have pointed out in self-defence that 
B. B.’s opinions on Giorgiones were not upheld by all authorities. 
Mrs. Gardner, for example, had bought on his recommendation a 
‘ Christ Bearing the Cross ’ that he said was a Giorgione, but Sir 
Philip Hendy, the art scholar (now director of the National Gal¬ 
lery in London), stated forthrightly in a catalogue he prepared for 
the Gardner Collection that it was really a Palma Vecchio. The 
portrait of Ariosto now in the Altman Collection, at the Metro¬ 
politan, had been certified by B. B. as a Giorgione, hut the Metro¬ 
politan held it to be either a Giorgione or a Titian. Captain R. 
Langton Douglas, an eminent British authority, got into the argu¬ 
ment over ‘The Adoration of the Shepherds’ by declaring that 
Berenson had once attributed the Allendale to Catena — so how 
could he now so firmly state that it was a Titian? All these facts 
Duveen knew, but, passionately as he wanted Giorgione to have 
painted that particular picture, he did not wish to pass his 
information along to Mellon. By doing so, he would cast doubt on 
the authenticity of die Italian paintings that B. B. had certified and 
that he had sold on the strength of B. B.’s reputation for infalli¬ 
bility. Moreover, Duveen was not really daunted. The infallible 
Berenson might fail him, but not his own salesmanship. He was 
confident that he would sell the picture, and diat it would end up 
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in the projected National Gallery in Washington. When the right 
moment came, he chose Kress as the conduit. The picture now 
hangs there, and the label below it says that it is by Giorgione. 
The controversy is no longer important. The picture is a great 
one, whoever painted it. To those who see it in the National 
Gallery, the battle over its authorship means as little as the 
Shakespeare v. Bacon argument means to an audience at Hamlet. 

Neither Duveen nor Berenson was ever quite the same after the 
break-up. Duveen never recovered from the separation; Beren¬ 
son never recovered from the association. How deep a mark it 
made on Berenson is revealed in his Sketch Jot a Sclf-Portiait, in 
which Duveen is never mentioned. Berenson, with his exquisite 
sensibility, his infinite intellectual curiosity and delicately distilled 
culture, whose life, it has been said, is itself a work of art, con¬ 
fesses to having misspent it. Above all, it is having become an art 
■expert that he berates himself for. ‘In any other field, an expert 
means a man who knows something about his subject,’ he once 
said to a friend. ‘In any field except the field of art.’ In his writ¬ 
ings, he has referred to his intense sense of guilt, which is due, he 
says, ‘to a double dose of Hebraism, an original Jewish one and, 
piled tower-high above it, a New England Puritan one’. He con¬ 
siders the careers he might have had and regrets that ‘accident 
rather than an invincible tropism’ made him become an art expert. 
This accident led to the accident of his association with Duveen, 
and the atmosphere generated by drat association has been abrasive 
to his spirit. For his singular authority, and for its emoluments, 
Berenson paid what he regards as a high price: 

I soon discovered that I ranked with fortune-tellers, chlromancists, 
astrologers, and not even with the self-deluded of these, but rather with 
the deliberate charlatans. At first I was supposed to have invented a 
trick by which one could infallibly tell the authorship of an Italian pic¬ 
ture. A famous writer on the Renaissance, Vernon Lee, thought it was 
close and even mean of me not to let her share the secret. Finally it de¬ 
generated into a widespread belief that if only I could be approached 
the right way I could order this or dial American millionaire to pay 
thousands upon thousands and hundreds of thousands for any daub that 
I was bribed by the seller to attribute to a great master. . . . Needless 
to say that every person I would not receive, every owner whose pic¬ 
ture 1 would not ascribe to Raphael or Michelangelo, or Giorgione, 
Titian or Tintoretto, etc. etc., turned into an enemy. 
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Again: 

I took the wrong turn when I swerved from more purely intellectual 
pursuits to one like the archaeological study of art, gaining thereby a 
troublesome reputation as an ‘expert’. My only excuse is, if the com¬ 
parison is not blasphemous, that like Saint Paul with his tent-making 
and Spinoza with his glass-polishing, I too needed a means of livelihood. 
. . . Those men of genius were not hampered in their careers by their 
trades. Mine took up what creative talent there was in me, with the 
result that this trade made my reputation and the rest of me scarcely 
counted. The spiritual loss was great and in consequence I have never 
regarded myself as other than a failure. This sense of failure, a guilty 
sense, makes me squirm when I hear myself spoken of as a ‘successful 
man ’ and as having made ‘a success of my life ’. 

In his will, the recently widowed Berenson, who is childless, 
has left everything - his beautiful estate, his library of books and 
photographs, his collection of pictures, and his money - to his 
Alma Mater, Harvard. It is a tremendous legacy, and for the last 
ten years the trustees of the university have been working on plans 
for its use. Not only Harvard men but promising students from 
other colleges will be encouraged to carry on their studies on one 
of the loveliest estates in Italy. The books, photographs, and pic¬ 
tures it has taken Berenson more than half a century to collect will 
be at their disposal. I Tatti may become Harvard’s most important 
cultural outpost. Of his estate, Berenson has written: 

When the house was at long last furnished and the works of art in 
their place, it did not occur to me that I was in possession of more than 
could be gathered by any student taking advantage of his acquired know¬ 
ledge and exercised taste. It took the scattering of most private col¬ 
lections all over Europe to make me realize that mine was one of the 
best remaining. 

The library at I Tatti is, like Berenson himself, a sight to see. It 
has a cool, ordered beauty. Recently, an American young man 
who was paying a call on Berenson sampled some of the volumes 
and found that inserted in them were reviews of the books in all 
the European languages, clipped at the time they were published. 
It is a living library, because these are the books that have educated 
B. B. Berenson himself speaks of his library with tenderness. 
* The gathering of these books is the only thing I have accomplished 
in my life which gives me real satisfaction,’ he said to his visitor. 
‘If a young man with moderate equipment were to spend four 
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years in this library, he would emerge a cultivated gentleman. ’ The 
visitor, suddenly nipped by temptation, asked his host for a quick 
definition of ‘moderate equipment’. ‘Oh,’ said Berenson lightly, 
like one who is diffident about dwelling on the obvious, ‘a fluent 
knowledge of French, German, Italian, Spanish, Greek, Latin and 
Sanskrit, and some Hebrew, because the books are in all these 
tongues. ’ The American, who had only English, which Berenson 
hadn’t even mentioned, decided to become a cultivated gentleman 
by a less exigent process. 

Sitting in his library, Berenson, at eighty-six, is happy in the 
knowledge that it is to be kept together for the benefit of the 
students who will come after him. Probably those who go there 
will pursue their studies with more tranquillity than their bene¬ 
factor did, for he was never very far from the arena of art dealing, 
and that arena seethes with spite, envy and searing hatred. As he 
sat there through the years, examining his photographs of paint¬ 
ings, reading his books, and savouring the aesthetic pleasures pro¬ 
vided by the Masters on his walls, and as he took his walks, winter 
and summer, at dawn and sunset on the hills overlooking Florence, 
Berenson, with all his spiritual alertness, must have detested the 
scents and stridcncies of the jungle overseas, and the sound of the 
padded prowlings of the insatiable tiger who heat about in it, using 
his eyes, his sensibility, and his name. 
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‘THE BLUE BOY’ AND TWO LAVINIAS 


certainly one of the most fascinating unsung heroines of die 
American scene at the end of the nineteenth century and the be¬ 
ginning of the twentieth was Arabella Duval Yarrington. Bom in 
Alabama in 1853, she married a man named A. D. Worsham, also 
unsung; in 1884, a few years after he died, she married Collis P. 
Huntington, the biggest of California’s Big Four, the promoters of 
the Central Pacific Railroad; and in 1913, after his death, she 
married his nephew H. E. Huntington, who was one of his heirs. 
H. E. Huntington thus married his aunt, something men don’t 
ordinarily do unless there is an inescapable charm. When die im¬ 
pulse to marry his uncle’s widow became irresistible, H. E. Hunt¬ 
ington, who had been divorced by his first wife some years before, 
was sixty-three. Arabella Huntington’s early life is obscure. 
When the newspapers, with a gasp, reported her marriage to Collis 
P. Huntington — they gasped again when she married H. E. — one 
of them noted, in lieu of more definite biographical information, 
that she was ‘ambitious’. What she was ambitious for, it let its 
readers guess. Oscar Lewis, in his book on the Central Pacific 
Railroad, The Big Four, makes it clear that one thing the multiple 
Mrs. Huntington was ambitious for was social recognition. He 
tells how she induced Collis, a former Sacramento storekeeper 
who had always prided himself on the fact that he spent no more 
than two hundred dollars a year on himself, to build a two-million- 
dollar mansion at Fifth Avenue and Fifty-seventh Street (it looked 
like a warehouse) and, while he was about it, a comparatively 
modest two-hundred-and-fifty thousand-dollar mausoleum in 
Woodlawn. Collis never even went to look at his Woodlawn 
place; as for the Fifty-seventh Street house, he hated it. Arabella, 
on the other hand, was enthusiastic about the house. Soon after it 
was completed, she filled it with tapestries, pictures, and fragile 
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French gilt chairs (Collis, a giant of a man weighing eighteen stone, 
couldn’t sit on any of them), and invited a lot of prominent people 
to a party. Nobody much came. Arabella transferred her activities 
to San Francisco, where she remodelled a house, filled it with gilt 
chairs, and gave another party. As Collis was cordially hated in 
San Francisco, nobody much came to that party, either. In the 
end, Mrs. Huntington was saved from the social isolation that 
threatened her by Duveen. 

Whereas the upper stratum of American society turned its col¬ 
lective back on Arabella Huntington, Duveen received her, when¬ 
ever she consulted him, with deference. He introduced her to the 
enchanting realm of the aesthetic, and while doing so treated her, 
as she herself once said, ‘like a queen*. It was a sensation that New 
York and San Francisco denied her, and one that she enjoyed; 
Duveen, who knew some authentic queens personally, was in a 
peculiar position to provide it. There was a special essence of 
authorityaboutDuveen that eventually made her forsake all others. 
An eminent New York antique dealer once showed her some very 
expensive Renaissance furniture; she was delighted with it, and 
bought it. The furniture was delivered to her New York home at 
a moment when Duveen was there, giving her a lesson in art appre¬ 
ciation. What he said about the furniture is not known, but her 
reaction to his criticism is. She telephoned the furniture dealer 
and told him to come at once and take it back. ‘You’ll find it in 
the back yard,’ she said. The same antique dealer had another 
exacerbating experience involving Duveen. Mellon, soon after be 
became Secretary of the Treasury, asked the antique dealer to 
come to Washington and give him an estimate on furnishing his 
apartment. Forehandedly thinking of possible future profits, the 
dealer made the estimate as low as he could - thirty thousand 
dollars. Mellon mentioned this figure to Duveen, who pronounced 
it excessive; he said he could do the job admirably for twelve 
thousand. Mr. Mellon then asked the antique man how it was that 
Duveen could make an estimate so much lower. ‘Because I 
haven’t got expensive pictures to sell!’ the dealer answered 
bitterly. 

Oscar Lewis quotes an unnamed phrase-maker as saying of Collis 
Huntington that he was ‘scrupulously dishonest’. He was the epi¬ 
tome of the ruthless business titan of the period. The contribution 
of men like him to the material growth of America in the latter 
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part of the nineteenth century was incalculable, but it has often 
been remarked that by using their unparalleled economic power 
without a corresponding sense of public responsibility they under¬ 
mined the moral prestige of the leading capitalist country in the 
world to an extent that is also incalculable. The bad odour that 
still clings to ‘big business’ can be traced back to diem. In their 
old age, these men gave out a variety of formulas to those who 
came to them for the magic word. Collis Huntington advised such 
seekers to look sharp, and boasted that he had never been out¬ 
smarted in business. (He probably listed his transactions with Du- 
veen under die heading of pleasure.) One of his three business 
partners, Charles Crocker, said that the problem was not to make 
money but to hold on to it once you got it. In a San Francisco 
restaurant one day, Collis Huntington berated a waiter who had, by 
accident, made a twenty-five cent overcharge in a bill. ‘Young 
man,’ said Collis as he happily pocketed a refund, ‘you can’t 
follow me through life by the quarters I drop. ’ And yet, thanks to 
Arabella, he dropped many at Duveen’s New York gallery, as well 
as at his London and Paris galleries. H. E. also dropped many with 
Duveen. In fact, on Duveen’s last visit to H. E.’s California 
mansion, San Marino, just before H. E. died, the host didn’t have 
enough cash on hand to pay for the freight-car load of merchandise 
in the guest’s caravan. Duveen accepted instead some Los Angeles 
real estate, a commodity of which H. E. was then the largest owner. 

Although Collis Huntington did not talk much, he once 
admitted that he had paid twenty-five thousand dollars for a certain 
painting, which he called ‘a religious scene’. He spent so much 
time looking at it that he didn’t have time to look at any others. 
This picture seems to have presented to him an allegory of his life - y 
he went to the trouble to set down the reasons for his preoccupa¬ 
tion, as follows: 

There are seven figures in it - three cardinals of the different orders 
of their religion. There is an old missionary that has just returned; he 
is showing his scars, where his hands are cut all over; he is telling a 
story to these cardinals; they are dressed in luxury. One of them is 
playing with a dog; one is asleep; there is only one looking at him — 
looking at him with that kind of expression saying what a fool you are 
that you should go out and suffer for the human race when we have- 
such a good time at home. I lose the picture in the story when I look 
at it. I sometimes sit half an hour looking at that picture. 
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For Collis Huntington, Oscar Lewis suggests, the luxury-loving 
cardinals represented two of his partners - Crocker, constantly 
running off to Europe, and Leland Stanford, fiddling with ranches 
and his university. Huntington always referred to the university 
his partner’s money founded as Stanford’s Circus. When the 
Central Pacific got into financial difficulties, Huntington wired 
Stanford: ‘close the circus.’ 

After Collis's death, in 1900, Arabella Huntington, guided by 
Duveen, moved into an artistic realm far above twenty-five-thou- 
sand-dollar religious scenes. She bought from him paintings by 
Rembrandt, Vel&squez, Hals, van der Weyden, Bellini, and other 
ranking masters. Arabella was often brutally rude to other art 
dealers, but her submissiveness to Duvecn’s authority not only in 
the province of art but in clothes, jewels, and coiffures was abject. 
If he frowned in criticism of her hair-do, she redid the hair-do. 
She had a passion for blue velvet. Many people offered her blue 
velvet, but she never took any; she really liked only blue velvet 
that had belonged to Duveen. When shipments of clothes and 
jewels came from Paris, Duveen had to see them and pass judg¬ 
ment on them before she changed their status from ‘ on approval ’ 
to ownership. One day, she went to see Mitchell Samuels, presi¬ 
dent of the well-known antique firm of French & Co., about some 
minor items that Duveen didn’t mind her buying from him, and in 
his office she left her handbag, containing eleven pearl necklaces 
worth three and a half million dollars. When Samuels returned the 
hag, he admonished her about her carelessness. She explained the 
lapse by saying that she had been irritated with Duveen about 
something and that her agitation over this had caused her to forget 
•everything else, including the handbag. By the time Arabella 
married H. E., in 1913 - she relied on Duveen to make all the 
wedding arrangements - her taste in art had been considerably re¬ 
fined. Her new husband developed a whim of his own; he wanted 
■outstanding English paintings of the eighteenth century. Duveen 
was quite prepared to indulge this whim, and in the course of 
■doing so he bound H. E. to him for ever. Always a Lucullan, and 
■on occasion a companionable, traveller, Duveen, in the summer of 
1921, sailed from New York on the Aquitania in a suite adjoining 
'the one occupied by his friends H. E. and Arabella. The Hunting- 
tons were in the Gainsborough Suite, whose walls were hung with 
■copies of that master’s paintings. In the dining-room hung a 
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reproduction of ‘The Blue Boy’. One evening, the Huntingtons 
invited Duveen to dine with them. Looking up, between courses, 
at the picture, H. E. became curious about it. In after years, 
Duveen enjoyed repeating the conversation that followed. 

‘joe,’ said H. E., with the confidence of one who knows that 
he can get the answer to anything, ‘who’s die boy in the blue 
suit?' 

Duveen said, ‘That is a reproduction of the famous “Blue boy”. 
It is Gainsborough’s finest and most famous painting.’ 

‘Where’s the original?’ Huntington went on, with even more 
confidence. 

Duveen did not let his inquirer down. ‘It belongs to the Duke 
of Westminster and hangs in his collection at Grosvenor House, in 
London.’ 

‘How much is it?’ asked H. E. 

Duveen was discouraging. ‘It can probably not be had at any 
price,’ he said. 

Huntington, impressed, looked up at the unattainable boy in die 
blue suit with fresh awe. ‘It must be a very great painting,’ he 
said. 

Duveen seconded this venture into criticism, and went a step 
fardier. ‘Indeed,’ he said, ‘it is the greatest work of England's 
greatest master and would be the crown of any collection of Eng¬ 
lish pictures.’ 

In Huntington, aesthetic appreciation was glazing into the 
enamel of covetousness. ‘What do you think would be the price 
if it ever were sold?’ he asked. 

After a calculated hesitation, Duveen said it would probably be 
about six hundred thousand dollars — far more than Huntington 
had ever before paid for a picture. 

‘I might see my way clear to paying that much,’ Huntington 
said. 

Duveen knew many secrets about the owners of fine pictures. 
His operatives had informed him that this happened to be a 
moment when the Duke of Westminster might rate higher the 
temporal easement of a lump of American cash than the permanent 
delight of owning two or three extra masterpieces. The Hunting- 
tons, on their way to Paris, got off the Aquitania at Cherbourg; 
Duveen continued to Southampton, with the comfortable feeling 
of having sold at a neat profit a picture he didn’t yet own. He 
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deferred all his other engagements and called upon the Duke at 
Grosvenor House. He found him extremely receptive to the idea 
of selling ‘The Blue Boy’, and anything else in the place. Duveen 
asked to see what was in stock. Three pieces fixed his attention - 
‘The Blue Boy’, Reynolds’ ‘Sarah Siddons as the Tragic Muse’, and 
Gainsborough’s ‘The Cottage Door’. Duveen bought them all, 
agreeing to pay cash within a few days. The price for the three 
pictures was slightly moie than the figure he had mentioned on the 
Aquitama for ‘The Blue Boy’ alone. The moment the deal was set, 
Duveen made for his London office and telephoned Huntington in 
Paris to tell him the good news. He had acquired ‘The Blue Boy’ 
and would deliver it lor six hundred and twenty thousand dollars - 
the twenty thousand covered the telephone call - but he needed 
the money as quickly as possible, because the Duke needed it as 
quickly as possible. Huntington asked for forty-eight hours. Good- 
naturedly, Duveen let him have that interval. At the end of it, the 
Duke had his money. 

Duveen went to Paris to deliver ‘The Blue Boy* in person. The 
Huntingtons were thrilled at seeing the original, but they were 
upset by the fact that the Duke’s blue boy was more green than 
blue; the blue boy in their dining-room on the Aquitania, they 
remembered, was a much bluer boy than the Duke’s. Duveen 
explained that the greenish tinge of then blue boy was merely the 
result of a long accumulation of dust and grime. He promised to 
have that removed, so that the youth would be restored to his 
pristine azure, and the Huntingtons were appeased. Duveen con¬ 
gratulated them on being able to lake to America this prime glory 
of English painting, and, when their jubilation had begun to 
subside, mentioned Reynolds' portrait of Mrs. Siddons, explain¬ 
ing that as ‘The Blue Boy’ was Gainsborough’s greatest, ‘Sarah 
Siddons’ was Reynolds’ greatest, and adding that he had brought 
the picture with him. I le quoted a pronouncement by Sir Thomas 
Lawrence, Reynolds’ admirer and protegd, upon being asked which 
portrait he considered the Master’s finest. ‘ ‘ ‘Sarah Siddons as the 
Tragic Muse” is not only his finest portrait but it is also the finest 
portrait ever painted under the canopy of Heaven, ’ Lawrence had 
said. Arabella inquired who Sarah Siddons was. She was, Duveen 
said, a member of the great Kemble family and the most famous 
actress in England during the latter half of the eighteenth century. 
The revelation of Sarah Siddons’ profession was unfortunate. 
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Duveen encountered that opposition, more severe than any other, 
of newly acquired social sensitiveness. Arabella, before her first 
Huntington marriage, had not only known poverty but had seen 
more than her share of the sordid aspects of life, yet now the idea 
of hanging in her house the portrait of an actress shocked her pro¬ 
foundly. Her objections were violent. Duveen was determined to 
get ‘Sarah Siddons’ into the charmed circle of the Huntington Col¬ 
lection, even at the risk of treading upon a moral code. ‘You are 
not buying an actress,’ he said patiently. ‘You are buying a great 
artist and his finest example. You are ambitious to build a collec¬ 
tion of English pictures that will be an honour to America and 
unique in the world. You cannot afford to exclude this master¬ 
piece. The subject does not matter. It is the artist that matters. 
If you let this go to another collector, as it inevitably will, you will 
never forgive yourself for having let it go. ’ That did it; pride won 
over moral sensibility. ‘Sarah Siddons’ went to San Marino. 
Some months later, she was followed by ‘The Cottage Door’. 

In accordance widi his promise, Duveen subjected 'The Blue 
Boy’ to a professional scrubbing. This started a rumpus - the 
British newspapers accused him of vandalism - but Duveen hugely 
enjoyed rumpuses. It was, as a matter of fact, his habit to have an 
Old Master cleaned the moment he bought it. He felt that a paint¬ 
ing should look as nearly as possible the way it looked when it left 
the artist’s studio; the years shouldn’t be allowed to ravage and 
disfigure it. He was often accused of making Old Masters look like 
new masters. His answer was that they were new when they left 
the Old Master. An American lady once protested that the Re¬ 
naissance painting of a girl he was trying to sell her had obviously 
been restored. ‘My dear Madam,’ he said, ‘if you were as old as 
this young girl, you would have to be restored, too.’ Duveen 
showed the newly resplendent ‘ Blue Boy ’ to Sir Charles J. Holmes, 
then director of the National Gallery in London. Sir Charles 
publicly hailed him as ‘the saviour of this monumental work’, and 
went on, ‘For the first time in over a century, the world can really 
see this masterpiece as the Master intended it to be seen.’ 

Duveen emerged from that controversy with honours, but 
another one was brewing, over the propriety of selling one coun¬ 
try’s art treasures to the highest bidder in another country. In his 
autobiographical Left Hand, Right Hand, published in 1944, Sir 
Osbf*rt Sitwell wrote: 
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It is an ironical reflection that while Lord Duveen’s magnificent 
gifts to the nation stand as a memorial to his name, much of the money 
that paid for them was earned by the sale to the United States of the 
flower of the . . . eighteenth-century and early nineteenth-century 
English painting. We have the galleries now, but no pictures to hang 
in them. He was the greatest salesman of his time. 

Duveen’s admirers, when they exult over the immense addi¬ 
tions he made to private and public collections in the United 
States, usually end up by pointing out that whereas, before Du- 
veen, art-thirsty Americans had to cross the ocean to see the 
masterpieces of the world’s art, they can now see them at home. 
That is, of course, an achievement that only chauvinists can take 
an undiluted pleasure in. Late in his career, Duveen seemingly 
became sensitive on this point. He acquired - by a stroke of 
Duveen luck - one of Hogarth’s finest paintings, ‘The Graham 
Children’. He had a ready customer in Mellon and he was itching 
to sell him the Hogarth, but for once he overcame his guiding 
impulse. He presented ‘The Graham Children’ to the British 
National Gallery. 

The departure from England of ‘The Blue Boy’ gave Duveen an 
opportunity for advertisement that he did not waste. He per¬ 
mitted the British public a last look, at a public exhibition; it was 
a farewell to a national heirloom. The lamentation in England over 
‘The Blue Boy’ moved the American composer Cole Porter to 
elegy. For a Cochran revue, Mayfair and Montmartre, he wrote a 
song that showed that even an American could feel a twinge at the 
departure of the cerulean refugee. In the course of his threnody, 
Porter characteristically mentioned Duveen by name and began 
his chorus: 

For I'm the Blue Boy, the beautiful Blue Boy 
And I am forced to admit, I’m feeling a bit depressed 
A silver dollar took me and my collar 
To show the slow cowboys just how boys 
In England used to be dressed. , . . 

Duveen also permitted himself a sentimental indulgence; he was 
in New York at the time of the exhibition, and he cabled an order 
to London that his aged mother should be the last person to see the 
picture before it was crated. This was in fulfilment of a vow made 
many years before. While he was serving his apprenticeship in his 



‘the blue boy’ and two lavinias 117 

father’s antique shop, in Oxford Street, young Duveen came in 
one day in a state of immense excitement. He had bought a canvas 
that he had been assured was a Gainsborough. This assurance, as 
his father was later only too happy to recall to him from time to 
time, turned out to be baseless. His mother, too, had chaffed 
him about his naivete, and Duveen had pledged himself to show 
her a genuine Gainsborough, and one that belonged to him. 

When ‘The Blue Boy’ reached New York, escorted by two Du¬ 
veen employees and triply encased - in a waterproof box, a steel 
box, and an iron-bound case - it was welcomed like an inheritance 
from an unknown uncle. The arrival was a headline story from 
coast to coast. The Metropolitan Museum begged Duveen for per¬ 
mission to exhibit it there for a while, but Duveen refused. He 
didn’t think the Metropolitan Museum was safe enough; after all, 
the Gainsborough had become a Duveen, and he couldn’t trust a 
Duveen to a fragile, jerry-built structure like the Metropolitan. 
For a few weeks, he exhibited the Boy at his Fifth Avenue gallery, 
which was solid, and then he personally escorted him to Cafifomia 
and to the Huntingtons. 

Duveen not only arranged weddings and obtained unobtainable 
paintings for his clients but he got them steamship reservations 
and invitations to the right places when they were difficult to get. 
He couldn’t quite insinuate the Huntingtons into American society, 
but he did pretty well for them in England. In 1914, at the 
outbreak of the First World War, H. E. was marooned in London, 
unable to book passage home. In his distress, he appealed to Du¬ 
veen, also in London, and Duveen got accommodation for him in 
a ship sailing in two weeks. Meanwhile, an operative had whis¬ 
pered to Duveen that Lord Spencer, of Althorp, Northampton¬ 
shire, found himself in possession of an excessive number of 
ancestral portraits. It occurred to Duveen that an invitation to 
visit Althorp might reduce the tedium of Huntington’s enforced 
stay in London. Besides the sixth Earl, Althorp housed the Spencer 
collection of English portraits, which had come down from the 
second Earl, a contemporary of George III, and which contained 
some magnificent eighteenth-century portraits. Duveen got Hunt¬ 
ington the invitation and shortly thereafter conducted him through 
the gallery, thus introducing him not only to the contemporary 
peerage but to a vanished one. Duveen put him on particular 
familiar terms with a three-quarter-length Reynolds portrait of 
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Lavinia, the wife of the second Earl. Huntington fell in love with 
Lavinia at first sight, and Duveen promised to do what he could to 
further the romance. The gallery also contained a Reynolds por¬ 
trait of Lavinia with her son, but H. E.’s infatuation with her was 
apparently so intense that, perhaps unconsciously, he couldn’t 
endure the idea of her having a son by anyone else. Duveen, while 
he was about it, introduced Huntington to two other Reynolds 
girls - Georgiana, Duchess of Devonshire, and Frances, Marchion¬ 
ess Camden. Huntington carried on only a mild flirtation with 
them. They did not engender in him anything like the fierce 
adoration he felt for Lavinia-without-son. It turned out that the 
sonless Lavinia was the one ancestor Lord Spencer would not part 
with. Duveen could supply Huntington with Frances and Geor¬ 
giana and Lavinia-with-son but not Lavinia-without-son. However, 
H. E. was stubborn, and he had a considerable record of conquest 
behind him. When he wanted a piece of Los Angeles real estate 
or a railroad, he was in the habit of getting it, and when he wanted 
Lavinia-without-son, he saw no reason that he shouldn’t get that, 
too. Duveen, who understood this kind of bullheadedness, cast 
about for something to assuage the lover’s disappointment. He 
told Huntington that Reynolds had done still another Lavinia, who 
was just as good and was, happily, sonless. This Lavinia was owned 
by the Earl of Bessborough, later Governor General of Canada, 
who had inherited her from the Spencer family. Huntington com¬ 
missioned Duveen to get her, Duveen approached the Earl of 
Bessborough. There must have been something about a childless 
Lavinia that was infinitely appealing and full of solace; Lord Bess¬ 
borough didn’t want to be parted from his Lavinia, either. Du¬ 
veen persisted as only he knew how to persist. After negotiations 
that went on for months, Bessborough agreed to sell on the con¬ 
dition that Duveen would have an excellent copy made to insure 
His Lordship against loneliness. Duveen had the Lavinia copy 
made and hung, and sent the original to San Marino. 

After Huntington’s death, in 1927, Lord Bessborough’s Lavinia 
was the cause of a complicated lawsuit. The trustees of H. E.’s 
estate hired an English expert to catalogue the great Huntington 
Collection. He pronounced Huntington’s Lavinia a copy; the 
original, he said, was the painting hanging at Althorp. He also said 
that certain parts of the Huntington picture were manifestly not 
Reynolds’ work, notably parts of the costume and some areas in 
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the background. Moreover, the Althorp Lavinia wore a white 
lawn, the Huntington a white dotted swiss. The expert did not 
know what Huntington, if he were alive, could have told him - 
that he had known perfectly well he was buying not the Althorp 
Lavinia but the Bessborough Lavinia. Unfortunately, there was no 
evidence for this beyond Duveen’s word. The trustees demanded 
that Duveen buy back the Lavinia at what H. E. had paid for her 
plus interest. As Huntington had paid something like a quarter of 
a million dollars for the Lavinia twelve years before, the sum asked 
of Duveen came to nearly four hundred thousand dollars. The 
parties to the dispute agreed to submit it to arbitration, and put 
the matter up to Sir Charles Holmes, who had just retired as 
director of the National Gallery in London. 

Sir Charles’ first move was to requisition all the private papers 
of Sir Joshua Reynolds that were preserved in the British Museum. 
Among these were Reynolds’ copybooks of his correspondence 
and bills, along with letters from his patrons, and a Sitters’ Book, 
in which he had kept the names and dates of all his sitters. A letter 
was found from the second Earl Spencer, written shortly after his 
succession to the title in 1783, requesting that Reynolds paint a 
portrait of his wife, Lavinia. There was a copy of Reynolds’ 
answer, accepting the commission and fixing the date for the first 
sitting. The Sitters’ Book showed the dates of that sitting and sub¬ 
sequent ones, as well as Reynolds’ charge for the portrait - a hun¬ 
dred guineas. There was also found in the correspondence an 
ecstatic letter from Earl Spencer acknowledging the receipt of the 
painting and asking Reynolds to do another portrait of Lavinia, for 
the Earl’s mother, the Dowager Countess. Reynolds accepted the 
second commission, at the same price, and his Sitters’ Book 
showed the dates Lavinia sat for the second portrait. For this one, 
Lavinia changed her dress, hut otherwise the two portraits were 
almost identical. Such a duplication of a portrait by an artist is 
called in trade circles a replica. When the Dowager Countess 
died, the replica passed to her daughter, and eventually descended 
to Lord Bessborough. Sir Charles was so convinced by the docu¬ 
mentation and by the similarity of style and composition in the 
two pictures that he pronounced the Huntington painting genuine 
after studying a photograph; he did not feel it necessary to see the 
original. As for the charge that parts of the portrait were not by 
Reynolds, Sir Charles said that it was a common practice of that 
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busy artist to let lesser hands fill in what he considered unimport- 
tant details. Sir Charles cited a letter in which the Earl of Bath 
referred to the famous portrait of himself hy Reynolds, now in the 
National Portrait Gallery in London. The Earl wrote a friend to 
the effect that he had just had his last sitting with the Master but 
did not expect the finished painting for a few days, owing to a prac¬ 
tice that he had discovered and that he thought the artist would not 
be pleased to have him know about; namely, that when the sittings 
were finished, Reynolds turned the portraits over to assistants, 
who filled in details of landscape and costume he was too busy or 
too bored to do himself. 

H. E. Huntington strayed from the Duvecn fold only once, and 
Duveen, in his customary fashion, made him aware that heavy 
penalties attached to such a lapse. One day in 1913, while H. E., 
then living at the Metropolitan Club in New York, was taking an 
innocent stroll down Fifth Avenue, he was pulled off the street by 
an English art dealer who had a Fifth Avenue branch. He wanted 
H. E. to look at a painting of two ladies in filmy garments saunter¬ 
ing against a background of clouds, which was, he asserted, a 
wonderful Romney of Mrs. Siddons and her sister, Miss Kemble. 
H. E., who, unlike his wife, had no prejudice against actresses, 
succumbed to the two sisters on the spot. As Arabella was in Cali¬ 
fornia and couldn’t bring her scruples to bear, he had the heavenly 
girls sent to the Metropolitan Club and paid the dealer a hundred 
thousand dollars for effecting the assignation. Proud of the coup 
he had achieved on his own, he invited Duveen to lunch to show 
off his new acquisition. Duveen, whose opinion of paintings he 
hadn’t sold himself was always candid, gave the two tall, lovely, 
cloud-framed girls a penetrating look. ‘I don’t think this is a 
Romney, FI. E.,’ he said. ‘It looks like Romney, it is very like 
Romney, it is Romneyesque, but it is not a Romney.’ 

Duveen’s reflection on the legitimacy of the girls ruined Hunt¬ 
ington’s lunch. ‘It must be a Romney,’ he insisted. ‘Of course 
it’s a Romney. It can’t possibly not be a Romney.’ He told Du¬ 
veen the name of the respectable firm from which he had bought 
it. Moreover, he said, the picture had been certified by T. Hum¬ 
phrey Ward and William Roberts, two unimpeachable authorities. 
Ward had been the art editor of the London Times and was the 
husband of Mrs, Humphrey Ward, than which unimpeachability 
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could go no higher. Roberts, a distinguished British art critic, was 
a specialist on Romney and the co-author, with Ward, of a book 
about him. The elder J. P. Morgan had engaged Roberts to 
prepare a catalogue of his English pictures. 

‘Nevertheless, I do not think it is a Romney,’ Duveen said. 
‘However, let us ask Stevenson Scott.’ Scott, a member of the art 
firm of Scott & Fowles, and a friend of Duveen’s, had a little comer 
on unimpeachability himself. 

By this time, Huntington was in a terrible state, and he waited 
breathlessly for the arrival of Scott. Scott was forced to back up 
Duveen’s opinion. He knew Mrs. Siddons’ face intimately, if not 
personally, he said, and he was convinced that neither of the ladies 
sauntering in front of the clouds was she. This observation only 
irritated H. E. He didn’t care whether it was Mrs. Siddons or not. 
The point was: Was the picture a Romney? Duveen said he 
recalled that a picture very like it had, years before, been knocked 
down at Christie’s auction rooms in London for a few hundred 
pounds. This also, cried the unhappy Huntington, was beside the 
point. Was the picture a Romney? Scott soothingly replied that who¬ 
ever had painted the picture had at least turned out a fine work of 
art. This remark merely maddened H. E. further. He delivered 
himself of a summary statement, ‘If this picture is a Romney, I 
won’t give it up at any price,’ he said. ‘If it is not a Romney, I 
won’t have it at any price! ’ 

Duveen was on a spot. Huntington was in no mood for evasion; 
he wanted his money back if he had been defrauded. The seller of 
the heavenly twins was so firm in his conviction that the picture 
was as he represented it that he was prepared to go to law about it. 
Should the courts sustain the dealer, Duveen’s influence with his 
client would suffer an irreparable setback. But Duveen trusted his 
eye and Scott’s corroboration. Huntington retained Sir John 
Simon to bring suit against the dealer in London, since his head¬ 
quarters was there. A number of experts were retained by one 
side or the other in this cause cil&bre. Duveen advised Huntington 
which experts he should hire. ‘All the dealers’ experts stated 
before the trial that the picture was by Romney; all Duveen’s 
experts said that it was close - even hot - but that it was not a 
Romney. The experts who had certified the picture - the Messrs. 
Ward and Roberts - issued a second, and amplified, certification. 
In it they mentioned an entry in Romney’s Sitters’ Book noting an 



122 DUVEEN 

appointment with ‘two ladies sitting’; these two ladies, the 
Messrs. Ward and Roberts averred, were Miss Kemble and Mrs. 
Siddons. 

It is hard to say how this case would have been decided if a 
Londoner named Vickers, who was then nearly eighty and who had 
spent his life working for art dealers, had not come forward. He 
remembered that when he was a young man, he had worked for a 
very old London picture dealer who had told him that in his youth, 
in the latter part of the eighteenth century, there had been a 
famous controversy between one Ozias Humphry (1742-1810), a 
miniature-painter, and Horace Walpole. Humphry had asked Wal¬ 
pole if he might paint Walpole’s two grand-nieces, the Ladies 
Maria and Horatia Waldegrave. Walpole consented but didn’t 
actually commission the picture. When it was finished and 
delivered, he didn't like it, and sent it back. Ozias threatened to 
sue for his money. Vickers suggested that it might pay Duveen’s 
bloodhounds to trace this case in contemporary records. A satis¬ 
factory item turned up. Ozias Humphry proved to be a close 
friend of Romney’s, so close that Romney once painted him for 
nothing - and there is no greater token of friendship between 
artists. The Duveen men, now off on what seemed a promising 
scent, came up with another helpful antiquarian. This was Alger¬ 
non Graves, one more well-known authority on art, who recalled 
that he had once seen, in the archives of the Royal Academy, a 
drawing very much like the painting of the by-this-time-alleged 
Mrs. Siddons and the by-this-time-allcged Miss Kemble. The Du¬ 
veen scouts found the drawing, and it turned out to be the sketch 
from which Ozias Humphry had made his painting of the Ladies 
Maria and Horatia Waldegrave. This drawing might equally well 
have served for the Huntington picture. 

Duveen now moved in for the kill. His men got hold of Rom¬ 
ney’s Sitters’ Book and found that on the day Romney had prepared 
for the ‘two ladies sitting’, the entry triumphantly referred to by 
the Messrs. Ward and Roberts, Mrs. Siddons was playing in Birm¬ 
ingham ; the sleuths dug up a playbill for the performance. As for 
Miss Kemble, she had taken it into her pretty head to go to 
France; they found a record of her passport visa. When the case 
came to trial, Sir John Simon opened for the plaintiff by stating 
these facts. A recess was instantly requested by the defence, which 
presently announced that it had decided not to make a fight; it 
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consented to accept a judgment ordering the return of Hunting¬ 
ton’s money, plus interest, plus £10,000 costs. Counsel for the 
defence asked, and was granted, a moratorium on the payment un¬ 
til the war was over. In the end, tire affair was too much for the 
firm involved; it went out of business. H. E. had learned his 
lesson. Duveen had no more trouble with him. 

There are some who say that Duveen was a genius as a business 
man and salesman but no great shakes as a connoisseur, and there 
are others who say that those who say he was no great shakes as a 
connoisseur are rivals whom he constantly outplayed; they claim 
that his ability to judge pictures was as nearly infallible as his 
ability to put over a deal. Some of those who take the first point 
of view are among the leading critical minds in the art world. The 
layman might wonder, then, how Duveen was able to spot the fake 
Romney so readily. There is no conclusive answer, since even the 
experts were fooled. It was the theory of Dr. George C. William¬ 
son, Morgan’s art adviser, that a good part of the disputed picture 
actually was done by Romney in an effort to help his friend to 
execute Horace Walpole’s commission satisfactorily. 

It is quite likely [Williamson writes, in Stones ojan Expert] that Rom¬ 
ney himself said, ‘I would stretch the hand out. Let me show you how I 
would do it.’ Again, with regard to the drapery, I suggest that Rom¬ 
ney pointed out to Humphry the awkwardness of the folds, how they 
hung from a kind of angle, and again, he perhaps suggested how he 
would like the draperies to fail, and that the greater part of the foot 
should be shown. It seems to me to be possible that Romney himself 
was responsible for parts of the picture; the outstretched arm has a 
close resemblance to Romney’s work, in fact it was that arm which 
made me at first think the picture must be by Romney. The drapery 
also, especially that of the left figure, resembles the work of Romney, 
and I am inclined to believe that the better known painter was really 
responsible for these two portions of the picture, and that it was his 
work (hat led the experts astray. 

Dr. Williamson, himself a witness at the trial, was one of those 
led astray - possibly because of an excess of knowledge. Duveen, 
however, conceivably because he was not similarly burdened, 
guessed right. If Duveen’s detractors are correct, there is still, of 
course, another possible explanation. Perhaps, with the passing 
of time, he had begun to have suspicions about the authenticity 
of any picture that was not his, and since there were still a lot of 
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pictures in the world that were not his, he sometimes suspected 
with a gratifying accuracy, 

In his estimate of pictures that weren’t his, Duvcen occasionally 
made a costly mistake. One of the most painful occurred in the 
summer of 1911, when he was taking the cure at Carlsbad to 
recover from an intensive wooing of Frick and to gather strength 
to continue it. Frick was then the greatest prospect in the world, 
and Duveen was, in his own eyes, the greatest dealer. Duveen was 
willing to concede the first distinction to Frick, but Frick was still 
not willing to concede the second to Duveen. Frick had dealt with 
and liked Duveen’s Uncle Henry, but he had always been some¬ 
what chary of the nephew. And Frick had close social and business 
connections with Knoedler’s. He had bought many paintings of 
the Barbizon school from them. Duveen had gradually succeeded 
in displacing most of them with Old Masters, hut Frick was so 
fond of some of the Barbizons that he held on to them to the end, 
an indulgence that Duveen, even when he got the upper hand, as 
he inevitably did, permitted him. For a long time, Frick played on 
the rivalry between Duveen and Knoedler’s. He thought that it 
kept both firms on their toes, and that this was to his benefit. 

While Duveen was in Carlsbad, a free-lance runner pursued him 
with a photograph of a three-quarter-length portrait of King Philip 
IV of Spain, by Velasquez, which he said was for sale. Duveen 
knew that Velasquez had painted many portraits of his sovereign. 
That very year, Duveen had sold one to Altman, and he had earlier 
sold one to Mary M. Emery, of Cincinnati. ‘The original of this 
particular painting hangs in the Dulwich Museum, in London,’ he 
told the runner, ‘and, as that is the acknowledged authentic one, 
die Velisquez of your photograph must be a fake.’ Later, in the 
lounge of his hotel, Duveen saw the runner in conversation with 
Charles Williams, of Agnew’s. When an hotel clerk told him that 
Williams and die runner had booked reservations to London, his 
malaise became acute. Duveen knew that Agnew’s was acting as 
the London agent of Knocdler’s, and he figured that the picture, if 
after all it was die original, would certainly go to Frick. Selling 
pictures to Frick when Frick liked somebody else better was not 
an occupation that allowed one to take it easy in Carlsbad. Du¬ 
veen got on the train Williams and the runner were taking, and 
was no sooner aboard than he was assailed by an agonizing recol¬ 
lection. He remembered that Aureliano de Beruete y Moret, a 
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Spanish expert on Velasquez, had for years clung to the notion, as 
persistently and obdurately as Galileo had clung to his notion, that 
the Velasquez in the Dulwich Museum was only a copy. Duveen 
tried to reopen the discussion with the runner, but the man told 
him he needn’t bother; the picture had been sold. Could it be 
that the fanatical Beruete, like Galileo, would turn out to be right 
- that the Dulwich Velasquez, which had been raptly stared at by 
generations of art-loving English, was merely a copy? When it 
came to the point - that fine point where a collector was willing 
to pay four hundred thousand dollars for a painting, provided only 
that it was an original - Beruete delivered. He proved to the 
satisfaction of other experts that he was right, and Frick bought the 
Velasquez. Duveen had not simply lost a sale; he had lost a prime 
opportunity to demonstrate to Frick his theorem that if a great 
picture was to be had, it could be had only from Duveen. 

A bold move was necessary to capture Frick’s attention. In 
Paris, in 1913, one of Duveen’s runners reported to him that a 
Russian noblewoman, the wife of an important general, owned 
a painting she believed to be the work of Leonardo da Vinci, 
Getting wind of a new da Vinci was like discovering a new planet; 
Duveen was aquiver. But, as he had mistaken a genuine Velisquez 
for a false one, he could not risk mistaking a false Leonardo for a 
genuine one. He invited the Russian lady to come to Paris with 
her painting and bring it to his gallery in the Place Vendome. Du¬ 
veen took her and the painting upstairs to a room where there was 
sunlight and a small man with a magnifying glass. The man was 
Berenson - a fact Duveen did not mention to the lady. Berenson 
peered at the picture, then looked at it through a magnifying glass, 
then took it to the window. He finally put it down and gave Du¬ 
veen the high sign. It was indeed a da Vinci. On the way down to 
Duveen’s office, Berenson found an opportunity to tell him that it 
was a long-lost picture known as the ‘Benois Madonna’. Duveen, 
tingling with realization of what he could do to Frick and to 
Knoedlcr’s with this painting, invited its owner to discuss a deal. 
She named the highest price ever asked for any picture in the 
history of art - one and a half million dollars. Duveen felt that 
Frick could afford it. He didn’t see, in fact, how Frick could 
afford not to afford it. The lady asked that a million dollars be 
placed in escrow as a binder, then explained that, under Russian 
law, she could not sell the painting until she had offered it to the 
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Czar at the price she had quoted Duvecn. A contract of sale, sub¬ 
ject to an option to the Czar for a certain period, was signed, and 
the million was placed in escrow. Duveen, who thought it un¬ 
likely the Czar would have the effrontery to compete with Frick, 
sailed for America in a joyful humour. He told Frick what he was 
going to get him. The two men went through the motions of their 
daily lives waiting for the moment when the option would expire. 
Duveen was an ebullient man and Frick was a cool one, yet Frick’s 
excitement far exceeded Duvcen’s. The man who had taken it in 
his stride when the radical Alexander Berkman came into his office 
and shot him in the neck, who, with the country clamouring 
against him, had refused to negotiate with the Amalgamated Asso¬ 
ciation of Iron and Steel Workers, who had calmly lost Benjamin 
Harrison the Presidency in the campaign of 1892 by his intracta¬ 
bility towards the unions in the Homestead Strike - the man whom 
no one could stir and nothing could move - fumed while the Czar 
was making up his mind. Just before the option was to expire, a 
cable arrived from the owner of the picture saying that the Czar 
had met the quoted price. In the dawn of his bitter disappoint¬ 
ment, Duveen realized that he had been used. The Russian lady 
had manoeuvred him into providing a Berenson opinion for 
nothing. He and Berenson had got the da Vinci into the wrong 
gallery. It had by-passed Frick and landed in the Hermitage, in 
Leningrad. Still, the incident was not a total loss from Duveen’s 
point of view, for he had learned how much Frick was willing to 
pay for what he wanted, or what Duveen could convince him he 
wanted. 

Duvecn had one advantage over other dealers, even those who 
were close friends of his major clients. His rivals offered only 
pictures, whereas he had other tilings to provide, too. He knew 
decor and architecture, and could be of great assistance to a man 
like Frick. Many a time, when a client was building or furnishing 
a house, Duveen had a hand in it. He had more than a hand in fur¬ 
nishing the Detroit and Palm Beach homes of Mrs. Horace E. 
Dodge, the Philadelphia and Palm Beach homes of Mrs. E. T. 
Stotesbury, and Mrs. A. Hamilton Rice’s home on Fifth Avenue. 
Mrs. Dodge spent so much that her lawyer called her up to find 
out whether she had gone crazy. He was told no, that she just 
liked furniture - especially Duveen's. The Rice home Duveen 



THE BLUE BOY AND TWO LAVINIAS 127 
furnished from top to bottom, including the beautiful eighteenth- 
century salon that Mrs. Rice later gave to the Philadelphia Museum 
of Art. The carpet of this room belonged to Louis XIV before Du- 
veen got it. When, in 1913, Frick decided to build his town house 
at Fifth Avenue and Seventieth Street, and Duveen chose Carrire 
& Hastings as the architects, Duveen worked with Hastings on the 
plans. Hastings was quite familiar with the exquisite collection of 
furniture and tapestries in Duveen’s warehouses, and Duveen 
helped him out by indicating exactly where certain of these items 
would look their best in the projected mansion. When Hastings 
submitted the plans, Frick raised his eyebrows at their unconven¬ 
tional character, but Duveen’s extravagant admiration of Hastings’ 
work persuaded him to lower them. Later Duveen managed to 
persuade Frick to make room for the famous set of eleven Frago¬ 
nard panels he had just bought for him. The four largest panels 
were commissioned by Louis XV in 1770, as a present for Mme 
Du Barry. Du Barry refused the present, because she considered 
one of the panels, ‘Storming the Citadel’, too forthright a com¬ 
ment on her relations with the King. She didn’t mind being a 
citadel, she didn’t even mind being stormed, but she didn’t want 
it suggested to posterity that the citadel had fallen. Fragonard had 
to take his panels back. He kept them for eighteen years and then 
sold them to a cousin, Alexandre Maubert, for the equivalent of 
seven hundred and twenty dollars. From M. Maubert, they 
descended to a grandson, M. Malvilan, and from M. Malvilan they 
went, by a more commercial route, to Morgan, While Duveen 
and Hastings were working on the Frick plans, Morgan died. The 
Morgan estate offered Duveen first chance to buy the panels, but 
they asked more than a million dollars; even Duveen hesitated. 
His position was ticklish; Frick, a close friend of the Morgans, 
would have no trouble finding out the difference between what 
Duveen paid the Morgan estate and what he was charging him. The 
estate told Duveen he must make up his mind quickly; if he didn’t 
want them, it had another purchaser. He bought the panels and 
went to see Frick. ‘Mr. Frick,’ he said, ‘I have just made a mar¬ 
vellous purchase. I have bought the Fragonard panels from Mr. 
Morgan’s estate. I paid a high price, but I had to have them for 
you. You shall have them at exactly what I paid for them.’ Frick 
bought the panels, and Duveen wrote off the lost profit as an 
investment in conditioning. 
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The eleven Fragonard panels are of various sizes and shapes. It 
was not easy to compose diem into a harmonious pattern in a 
room. There was only one man to do the job, Duveen advised 
Frick and Hastings - Sir Charles Allom, of London, who had re¬ 
ceived his knighthood after harmonizing interiors for King George 
V. Frick and Hastings thought it was a wonderful idea, and called 
Allom in. When he arrived, Frick offered him the job of doing 
not only the Fragonard Room but most of the other rooms in the 
house. Allom, a prima donna, wanted all or nothing, and sailed 
back to England in a huff. Duveen had a harmonizing job of his 
own to do. He did it. Frick recalled Allom and put the whole job 
in his hands. The Fragonard Room was a transatlantic collabora¬ 
tion between Duveen and Allom, who had returned to England 
again, this time to work on the problem. Frick agreed that the 
chamber should be provided with a mantel, andirons, mouldings, 
candelabra, and whatever else should go into harmonizing a Frago¬ 
nard Room. Duveen sent full-size copies of the panels to Allom, 
and Allom built a full-size model room to contain them. For 
accoutrements, Duveen concentrated on the eighteenth century. 
He managed to acquire for it a marble fireplace that had once 
graced the Bagatelle, Marie Antoinette’s little chateau built in 
1777 in the Bois de Boulogne by the Comte d’Artois, who reigned 
as Charles X from 1824 to 1830. When Allom had arranged the 
fireplace and the panels to his satisfaction, Duveen went abroad to 
inspect the job, and passed it. Allom disassembled the roof, 
accompanied it to New York, and set it up again in a warehouse. 
Hastings, Allom, and Duveen took Frick down to have a look. 
Duveen’s enthusiasm for it was overflowing, Frick apparently 
thought it wasn’t bad, but, as always, he didn’t say much. There 
was still plenty to be done; when you decide on an eighteenth- 
century room, you can’t just pick up the furnishings anywhere. 
But fortunately, if expensively for Frick, Duveen had just what the 
room needed: a Riesener commode, a Marie Antoinette writing- 
table, some pieces of Clodion sculpture, chairs covered in Beau¬ 
vais tapestry, and other titbits. After it was finished, Frick was 
satisfied, Even Duveen seemed to feel satisfied. True, he had sold 
the Fragonard panels at cost, but when he moved in the other 
Duveens he was more equitable. 

The Fragonard Room was only a start. The Frick house was a 
big one, and it needed paintings and sculptures as well as furniture. 



THE BLUE BOY’ AND TWO LAVINIAS 1 29 
Duveen was able to supply them. In 1916, he built the Boucher 
Room around eight panels painted by Boucher for Mme de Pom¬ 
padour and entitled ‘The Arts and Sciences’, and four Boucher 
‘Seasons’, In 1917, he sold Frick Gainsborough’s ‘Mrs. Peter 
Baker’ and the Hals ‘Portrait of a Man’; in 1918, Van Dyck’s ‘Sir 
John Suckling’ and two Paters, ‘Village Orchestra’ and ‘Proces¬ 
sion of Italian Comedians’; and in 1919, Vermeer’s ‘Mistress and 
Maid’. Then, still outfitting the Frick establishment, Duveen got 
a break that partly made up for his bad luck with the Velasquez 
and the da Vinci. While he was in Paris, one of his runners 
brought him photographs of a set of tapestries in a chateau in the 
Loire District. He wasn’t much impressed by the photographs, 
and, besides, he was about to sail for America, but the runner per¬ 
suaded him to drive down to the chateau to look at the tapestries 
anyway. The chateau was unoccupied except for a caretaker. 
Duveen quickly decided he didn’t want the tapestries, but, being 
there, he asked the caretaker if there was anything else in the 
place. He was invited to look around and see for himself. In a 
storeroom on the top floor stood a dilapidated bookcase, and on 
top of it a begrimed bust with a smashed nose. Duveen took the 
bust down, gave it a good inspection, and instructed the caretaker 
to tell the owner that he would buy the tapestries if the owner 
would throw in the bust. The deal went through. Duveen was 
sure the bust was by Francesco da Laurana, who had worked in 
Italy and southern France in the latter part of the fifteenth century 
and was famous for his elegant and imaginative work, and his quick 
judgment was confirmed. The smashed nose was no problem; 
Duveen had an expert restore it with marble taken from the base. 
Duveen’s rating with Frick was boosted by this find; the Laurana 
became one of the most esteemed treasures of the Frick Collection. 

Duveen’s rating with Frick shot up even higher when he was 
able to pull a Houdon bust nonchalantly out of his hat. It was 
a fixed policy of Duveen’s to establish a high market value for 
anything he had a lot of. One thing he had a lot of, early in the 
century, was Houdon busts. He had fifteen. There was a happy 
time when you could get a Houdon bust for twenty-five thousand 
dollars. After buying several at that price, Duveen began to feel 
sorry for Houdon. Twenty-five thousand dollars was a stodgy and 
humiliating figure, and if Houdon was worth collecting at all he 
was worth more than that. Duveen set about correcting what he 
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now realized was a scandalous state of affairs. At a public auction, 
he paid seventy-five thousand dollars for a Houdon bust - an unpre¬ 
cedented figure. He then returned to his Fifth Avenue gallery and 
looked at his other Houdon busts more respectfully, and with a 
righteous feeling of having vindicated their honour. The world 
market in Houdons followed Duvcen’s lead; presently, you 
couldn’t get one for less than a hundred and fifty thousand. ' If you 
owned one that had cost twenty-five thousand dollars, ’ an observer 
of Duveen’s Houdon operation has said, ‘you had to apologize.’ 
In the steeply rising market, Duveen held on to his Houdons; he 
found their society restful. Besides, his instinct told him that they 
might come in handy in emergencies. One emergency arose when 
he had to furnish die Frick house. The sculptor who was invited 
to America by Thomas Jefferson to do a statue of George Wash¬ 
ington also permitted himself less austere assignments. He did, 
for example, a marble portrait bust of die Comtesse du Cayla. It 
ended up in the Duveen collection. Duveen may have done a good 
deal for Houdon, but Houdon did something for Duveen - and, 
incidentally, for Frick, too. When it came to deciding what to put 
on the mantelpiece in die Fragonard Room, Frick’s brain stopped 
functioning. Duveen’s brain became active; the Comtesse du 
Cayla occurred to him. (Similarly, years later, the mansion’s 
Oval Room needed something; it couldn’t go on indefinitely just 
being oval.) No wonder it was hard for Frick to suppress an im¬ 
pulse of gratitude towards Duveen; he found himself being rescued 
from such acute dilemmas almost hourly, and not by frustrated, 
undervalued artists but by perfectly adjusted Duveens. 

The technique Duveen had applied to adjusting Houdon he also 
applied to Rembrandt. He owned a lot of Rembrandts, and by 
paying tremendous prices for additional ones he raised the value of 
those he bad acquired when Rembrandt was lowly. There are 
penalties even for large-scale beneficence, and the penalty Duveen 
had to endure was that in the course of this process Rembrandts 
and Houdons that belonged to other people went up in value, too. 
Duveen forced himself not to think about that. There came a day 
when Duveen saw his labours in behalf of levitating Houdon 
crowned so magnificently that he was dazzled by his handiwork. 
This happened at the auction of the huge Elbert H. Gary Collec¬ 
tion in 1928. It being always Duveen’s aim to prove that the value 
of Duveens went up and never down, that all ownership save his 
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own was ephemeral, and possibly even irrelevant, Duveen was 
determined that none of the objects he had sold Gary should be 
undervalued just because Gary had died. Duveen, by bidding the 
prices up, saw to it that one Duveen after another went for a price 
that was far above the one for which he had sold it to Gary. Then 
there appeared on the auction block one of his Houdons - a bust of 
the sculptor’s daughter Sabine at the age of ten months. Duveen 
had bought it in Paris in 1912. His campaign for Houdon had by 
then advanced so far that he paid ninety-six thousand dollars for it. 
He had sold it to Gary for a hundred and ten thousand dollars. The 
bidding for it was sharp, and Duveen participated in it. It nar¬ 
rowed down to a contest between Duveen and Knoedler’s, which 
was acting for Edward S. Harkness. As the bids rose to new 
heights, Duveen became more and more impressed by what he 
himself had wrought. Finally, bemused, he allowed Knoedler’s to 
buy the bust for Harkness, for two hundred and forty-five thousand 
dollars. Later, Duveen was a little rueful about having let his old 
friend go to somebody else, especially as that somebody else was 
Harkness, whom he considered sufficiently well bred to belong in 
the Duveen stable but who would never buy from him, being 
married to Knoedler’s. Still, when Duveen went home from the 
sale, he must have looked back over the long history of his efforts 
on behalf of Houdon and remembered incredulously a time when 
you could actually buy a Houdon for twenty-five thousand dollars, 
and he may have reflected pleasantly that if Houdon had been alive 
he would surely have written him a grateful bread-and-butter 
letter. Rembrandt, also, might well have dropped him a line. 

A few days before Frick died, in December, 1919, Duveen was 
startled to get back from him two million dollars’ worth of paint¬ 
ings he had had on approval. The explanation offered was that, in 
his poor physical condition, Frick could not swing the financing. 
Frick had always engaged in protracted, and enjoyable, haggles 
with Duveen - not over price but over methods of paying the 
price — and perhaps he felt that now he was deprived of diem, he 
might as well be deprived of the pictures, too, But Frick was not 
deprived of a certain kind of immortality - an immortality he can 
be said to have sought in collecting his pictures. The art patrons 
of the Renaissance had themselves painted into the pictures they 
commissioned; because their American counterparts lived too late 
to have this service performed for them, they had to gain their 
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immortality by buying collections and putting them in public 
museums. It is human and perhaps touching, this impulse to 
project oneself beyond one’s mortal span. The article on Frick in 
the Encyclopaedia Briiannica runs to twenty-three lines. Ten are 
devoted to his career as an industrialist, and thirteen to his collect¬ 
ing of art. In these thirteen lines, he mingles freely with Titian and 
Vermeer, with El Greco and Goya, with Gainsborough and Velas¬ 
quez. Steel strikes and Pinkerton guards vanish, and he basks in 
another, more felicitous aura. The old boys take him cosily under 
their wings; they carry him along. For the pleasure of their 
society on the golden shore, Dtiveen made Frick pay heavily, but 
they are earning their keep. 






VI 


THE SILENT MEN 


all his adult life, Duveen ran a race with his clients’ mortality. 
This race was a close one, for his major clients were well along in 
years, and from 1934 on was complicated by his race with his 
own mortality. In that year, Duveen fell ill with cancer, and he 
knew from the beginning that he could not recover. For much of 
his remaining five years, he had to have a nurse with him con¬ 
stantly, and, one by one, he gave up all the little indulgences that 
for most people relieve the pangs of existence. The only indul¬ 
gence he did not give up was selling pictures; here his tempo, if 
anything, accelerated. To many individuals the approach of a dead¬ 
line has a paralysing effect; to rarer ones it is a stimulus. In 1926, 
when Duveen went to San Marino ahead of a freight-car load of his 
merchandise, to make sure that H. E. Huntington, one of his best 
clients, would not die without an additional several million 
dollars’ worth of Duveen’s taste to leave behind, Huntington’s age 
and physical condition made speed essential. Previously, in similar 
situations - notably those involving the elder Morgan and Altman 
and Frick - Duveen had lost. Death had got there ahead of the 
pictures. Having learned his lesson, he worked fast with Hunting- 
ton, and he did the same with himself. He was like an ageing 
painter who feels he has to complete a masterpiece in the brief 
time left him. Duveen’s masterpiece, and from his point of view 
his monument, is the National Gallery of Art in Washington. 

Duveen’s career had beautiful composition. Early in the cen¬ 
tury, he inherited from his Uncle Henry three gigantic clients - 
Morgan, Altman, and P. A. B. Wldener - and thereafter time, and 
the swelling American prosperity, supplied new ones. There were 
great millionaires who spent little and small millionaires who 
spent vast sums. Duveen saw fortunes come and go. When they 
went, Duveen, following his lifelong principle of keeping the 
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market up, usually bought his pictures back for more than he got 
for them and sold them - at an increase over the increase he had 
paid — to clients whose fortunes were still intact. Even depres¬ 
sions were lucky for him, and so, finally, were the rising income 
and inheritance taxes. The era of big houses was ending, and as 
the artistic appetites of Duvccn’s clients increased, a new problem 
developed for them - a critical shortage of wall space - and that, 
too, Duvcen turned to his advantage. Some collectors met the 
exigency by providing a building for their paintings and an apart¬ 
ment for themselves and their families. The pressure of space 
made it inadvisable for Duveen’s customers to keep buying 
pictures for their homes; the pressure of inheritance taxes made it 
unattractive for them to leave valuable collections of pictures in 
their estates. Duveen had pegged the art market so high that no 
man was now rich enough to live with Duvcens or to die with 
them. On the whole, Duveen was not interested in politics or 
political change - he cared not who wrote his country’s laws so 
long as he could sell its pictures - but he was keenly sensitive to 
social change, and he saw before most people did that, between 
them, income taxes and inheritance taxes were going to make it 
impossible for men of wealth to buy art for themselves or leave 
collections to their heirs. The public bequest, impervious to taxa¬ 
tion, was tlae way out. Specifically, die public bequest of Duveens 
was the way out. By earmarking his purchases for museums, a 
collector could afford to buy art; at least, he could let the art pass 
through his hands on the way to the museums from Duveen. Gifts 
to museums offered his clients not merely economy but immor¬ 
tality. Using Duveen’s method, an aged American millionaire 
could, in good conscience, circumvent oblivion and the Collector 
of Internal Revenue at a single stroke. Under Duveen’s spell, one 
after another of his clients - H. E. Huntington, Prick, Mellon, 
Bachc, Kress - took up this form of philanthropy. For Duveen the 
advantage was double; with museums as the terminal for his pic¬ 
tures, he no longer had to worry about die passing of the big 
houses - die museums were larger than the houses - and he no 
longer had to worry that the pictures would be dumped on the 
market at a time when it might be difficult for him to sell them, 
especially at the prices he would have to charge after buying them 
back at Duveen prices. Ultimately, in the National Gallery, Du¬ 
veen provided a place dial was big enough to absorb everything any 
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client had bought or could buy. It was Duveen’s final solution to 
the problem of wall space. 

Most of the big names in American industry and finance - except 
those of the benighted millionaires who didn’t collect anything 
and the benighted (and to Duveen snobbish) millionaires who col¬ 
lected first editions instead of works of art - appeared in Duveen’s 
Callers’ Book. Throughout his long and fantastic run, there was 
always someone to relight his torch. When Collis P. Huntington 
and Altman and Morgan and P. A. B. Widener died, Frick showed 
up, and John D. Rockefeller, Jr., and Stotesbury, Mackay, Bache, 
Gary, Joseph E. Widener, Henry Goldman, H. E. Huntington, 
Philip Lehman and his son, Robert, and a host of lesser collectors. 
And then, as late in his life as in theirs, Duveen met two men 
whom he was to help make almost as great collectors as he was: 
Mellon, the founder of the National Gallery, and Kress, the Gal¬ 
lery’s most lavish contributor. In the case of the former, the word 
‘met’ is ludicrously inadequate. It is like saying that Napoleon ran 
into Alexander at Tilsit. Duveen and Mellon moved in different 
social spheres. They didn’t belong to the same clubs: Duveen 
couldn’t encounter him in the bar. For him to meet Mellon, 
a campaign was necessary. In his management of it, Duveen 
displayed that scrupulous attention to detail that has distinguished 
the careers of other celebrated generals. 

In a way, Duveen’s determination to meet Mellon began with 
an extraordinary meeting with Henry Ford. For American art 
dealers, 1920 was a very bad year. The important buyers had been 
dying off, and their replacements were not yet visible. The year 
1920 was one of crisis - of such acute crisis, in fact, that it forced 
the major dealers, for once, into solidarity. The lone wolves at 
last decided to pack up. Even Duveen consented to merge his 
talents with the talents of those he regarded as stumbling peda¬ 
gogues whose function it was to prepare American art buyers for 
his finishing school. Looking around for new clients, the pur¬ 
veyors of art were discouraged. Save for one towering monolith, 
the horizon was blank. That monolith was Ford. The dealers - 
Duveen, Knoedler’s, Wildenstein, Seligman, and Stevenson Scott 
— decided to make a mass assault on him. Ford was an objective so 
big that there would be enough for them all, and too big, they felt, 
for just one of them to tackle and risk fumbling. It was like 
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annexing Texas. The five dealers reconciled themselves to pooling 
their inventories as well as their aggressiveness. They decided to 
prepare a list of the Hundred Greatest Paintings in the Woild and 
offer them to Ford; thus in one tiansaclion they could convert 
America’s richest man into America’s outstanding collector. Like 
most other collectors, each of the five dealers had persuaded him¬ 
self that the paintings he owned were better than any owned by his 
rivals, and the task of selecting the hundred greatest resulted in 
many acrimonious debates, during which the surf of controversy 
often rose so high that the scheme was in danger of foundering. 
But the gravity of the crisis and Lite grandeur of the objective made 
for compromise, and finally the hundred paintings were agreed 
upon. 

The pictures, each of which was accompanied by a scholarly 
text, were reproduced in three magnificent volumes; the dealers 
were going to present these books to Mr. Ford as an invitation to 
the dance. Representatives of the five firms and the three magic 
books went, by appointment, to Dearborn. Representing Duveen 
Brothers, as always, was Duveen himself. The international world¬ 
lings from New York were astonished at the simplicity of Ford’s 
style of living; compared to Duveen’s house on Madison Avenue, 
or even to some of his clients’ houses, Ford’s house was almost 
primitive. Mr. Ford was unaffectedly pleased to meet them, and 
when they displayed tire superbly illustrated volumes of the hun¬ 
dred greatest pictures, his delight was immeasurable. He jumped 
up and called Mrs. Ford in to share his enthusiasm. ‘Mother, 
come in and see the lovely pictures these gentlemen have brought, ’ 
he said, as Duveen later told the story. Mrs. Ford came in and 
admired the books as much as her husband had. 'Yes, Mr. Ford,' 
said Duveen, the spokesman for the delegation, ‘we thought you 
would like them. These are the pictures we feci you should have.’ 
Ford teetered on the narrow threshold between admiration and 
possession. ‘Gentlemen,’ he said, ‘beautiful books like these, 
with beautiful coloured pictures like these, must cost an awful 
loti’ ‘But, Mr. Ford, we don’t expect you to buy these books,’ 
Duveen hastened to explain. ‘We got them up specially for you, 
to show you the pictures. These books are a present to you.’ 
Ford turned to his wife. ‘Mother, did you hear that?’ he said. 
‘These gentlemen are going to give me these beautiful books as a 
present, Yes, gentlemen,’ he continued, ‘it is extremely nice of 
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you, but I really don’t see how I can accept a beautiful, expensive 
present like this from strangers.’ For perhaps the first time in his 
life, Duveen was inarticulate. Such innocence was confounding. 
It was a classic example of the worldling defenceless against the, 
Man from Home. When at last he found speech, he explained that 
the books had been got up to interest Ford in buying the pictures 
whose simulacra they contained. At this revelation, Ford’s amaze¬ 
ment vanished and he became again a man of business. ‘But, 
gentlemen, ’ he said, Svhat would I want with the original pictures 
when the ones right here in these books are so beautiful?’ 

The fiasco left the four other dealers in a state of dejection from 
which they did not recover for some time, but for Duveen it was 
just a tonic. Attributing his failure with Ford to his having broken 
his own rule against combining forces with other dealers, he 
decided to turn his attentions to the biggest potential collector of 
them all: Mellon. From the defeat of Dearborn, he went on to 
the conquest of Pittsburgh. Probably no other single episode in 
Duvcen’s career illustrates his nonchalance in the face of the 
impossible as well as his campaign to acquire Mellon. Mellon had 
never bought anything from Duveen; he was a confirmed client 
of Duveen’s greatest rival, Knoedler’s. Mellon had a standing 
arrangement with Knoedler’s under which they acted as his 
exclusive agent on a fixed commission. Duveen thought the busi¬ 
ness of selling pictures on a fixed commission was thin, lacking in 
substance, texture, resiliency, promise - above all, promise. It 
made a dealer a mere merchant. It divested the game of adventure, 
of the mystery of the incalculable. Duveen was advised by a friend 
to give up any idea of selling to Mellon; the advice contained a 
strong hint that there was something about Duveen that the aristo¬ 
cratic Mellon would find uncongenial. ‘Not only will Mellon buy 
from me but he will buy only from me,’ Duveen replied. ‘And it 
won’t be on commission.’ In a commemorative article on the 
Frick Collection written in 1943 for the leading American publi¬ 
cation dealing with art matters, Art News , H. G. Dwight, then 
assistant director of the Frick Collection, spoke of ‘the stormy 
human equations of collecting, the gnawing obsessions, stealthy 
pursuits, crushing disappointments, and intoxicating triumphs that 
lie in the background of the most beautiful things’. The strata¬ 
gems Duveen used to acquire and hold customers were not unique, 
but he used them better than anybody else. However little hi* 
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clients knew about the masterpieces they bought, they did under¬ 
stand competition, but no more clearly than Duvcen understood 
it. Monopoly was his method. Once he had cornered an Old 
Master, he knew that the ‘gnawing obsessions’ from which his 
customers suffered would bring them to him. 

What proved to be as helpful as anything else in enabling Du- 
veen to gain the coveted entree to Mellon was Duvccn’s unusual 
spirit of friendliness. Me wore friendliness like a nimbus, and let 
it shine upon an enormous miscellany of people connected - some¬ 
times directly, sometimes very indirectly - with art: critics, 
museum directors, restorers, architects, decorators and servants 
of all grades, including deck stewards on ships. Accustomed to 
doing things en prince he scattered largess, often for no specific 
purpose but with a touching faith in the emotion of gratitude. 
Unimpressed himself by sums that were less than colossal, he was 
continually being pleasurably surprised by the welcome that people 
who had a different scale of values accorded smaller amounts. Be¬ 
cause he couldn’t resist a lawsuit even when he didn’t care par¬ 
ticularly about winning it, he once found himself mixed up in one 
over a claim made by a young artist who had been engaged to do 
some special work for him. The artist kept asking for more and 
more pay, until, at last, Duvcen’s comptroller gave him a cheque 
marked ‘In final payment’. The artist accepted this cheque and 
cashed it, and then came back and asked for more money. The 
comptroller refused to give it to him, the artist brought suit, and 
Duveen spent several enjoyable days in court. (He said one time 
that he was sorry he hadn’t become a lawyer, because he so loved 
a fight.) The case was thrown out, and Duveen and his comp¬ 
troller left the courtroom together, flushed with victory. In the 
car on the way back, Duveen inquired what the amount involved 
was. The comptroller told him it was $14,09$. This minuscule 
sum had a quaint sound to Duveen. ‘ Why quibble over fourteen 
thousandandnincty-fivedollars?’ heasked. ‘ Send him the money. 1 
To a man to whom fourteen thousand and ninety-five was nothing 
to quibble about, it seemed strange that a deck steward on a liner 
would be enchanted with a mere hundred dollars in return for 
putting Duveen’s deck chair next to one reserved for an American 
millionaire, but that is what the deck steward was. Over the years, 
Duveen became very popular with deck stewards. 

Among the American millionaires Duveen met through a deck 
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steward who liked him was the late Alexander Smith Cochran, the 
Yonkers carpet man. Duveen and Cochran met on a boat going to 
Europe and, while they were chatting, Cochran happened to men¬ 
tion that he would like some day to see Buckingham Palace and St. 
James’s Palace. Duveen said casually that he would be delighted 
to take him through both places. When they got to England, 
Cochran found himself strolling through the two palaces; they 
seemed as accessible to Duveen as the lobby of Claridgc’s. While 
he was showing Cochran the royal pictures, Duveen spoke warmly 
of Queen Mary and told Cochran what a high regard he had for 
their absent hostess as a connoisseur of art. He never mentioned 
that he had things he considered as good as hers in his own gal¬ 
leries. In fact, he never mentioned his galleries at all. When they 
parted, Cochran felt a certain obligation to Duveen, a healthy 
respect for his connections, and a sharp curiosity about why a 
stranger should be so kind. They met again in New York, and 
Duveen took him to see the wonderful Duveens hanging in the 
private houses of some of his clients. But he did not tell him they 
were Duveens; he let them pass under the pseudonyms of Raphael, 
Botticelli, Donatello, and the rest. Again, he neglected to men¬ 
tion his great New York gallery. This display of benevolence went 
on for three years, in this country and abroad, until finally Coch¬ 
ran could not stand it any longer, and he broke down. ‘Lord Du¬ 
veen,’ he said, ‘I would like to see some of/our things! ’ His back 
to the wall, Duveen took Cochran to his gallery. He could not 
spare any paintings - they were all on reserve - but he did let 
Cochran have five million dollars’ worth of art objects. 

Duveen’s generosity towards the household staffs of his clients 
equalled his generosity towards deck stewards, and it was no less 
endearing. He was aware that his sales to their masters and mis¬ 
tresses caused the servants a lot of extra work. When he felt that 
a room needed what he called ‘lifting’, he would refurnish it 
entirely. The hanging of his pictures was an elaborate and intricate 
ceremonial, which he supervised in detail. All this meant work 
for the staffs, and Duveen was not one to allow services to go 
unrewarded. So he rewarded. He rewarded liberally. The staffs 
of the great houses hung with Duveens came to realize that he was a 
man they could rely on to pay time and a half for overtime, even 
when the shifting and heaving and wiring they had to do took place 
in their regular working hours. One rather celebrated butler in a 
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Fifth Avenue house that stocked Duvcens put in so much overtime 
that, before he retired, his emoluments from Duvcen totalled over 
a hundred thousand dollars. The gratitude of servants was a fine 
silt from which burgeoned the flower of remembrance. They 
developed a feeling that it was only fair to transmit lo the generous 
nobleman any information that might interest him: What rival 
dealers (who had no comparable sense of die value of a servant’s 
time) had the effrontery to offer works of art to their masters, 
what purchases the masters were considering, what was said about 
Duveen’s emissaries on the walls - in short, all the minutiae of 
relevant gossip that in die art world are as pregnant with signifi¬ 
cance as the secret memoranda exchanged by chancelleries. A 
rival of Duveen's who was a friend of Frick’s found, for example, 
that he could never see Frick alone. Whenever he dropped in, 
Duveen was there. Another dealer had the same experience when¬ 
ever he called on Bache. Duveen’s generosity even extended to the 
household staffs of people who were not clients of his but merely 
potential clients. Eventually, his circle of friends included almost 
every valet and butler of any distinction whatever. 

In the higher strata - with museum directors, say - Duveen 
assumed a helpful, avuncular role, and here, too, the emotion of 
gratitude asserted itself. It often happens that a museum director 
gets on the trail of some things that he would love to have for his 
institution but that his budget won’t allow. In situations of that 
kind, Duveen could usually be counted on to help out with a cash 
gift. He loved tire role of benefactor. One of his beneficiaries was 
the director of a museum in Dijon, France. As a result, the Dijon 
director, without realizing it, turned himself into an unpaid run¬ 
ner for Duveen. He came upon two early French masterpieces by 
artists whose names were not known but who were members of 
the Avignon school. The authenticity and the quality of the pic¬ 
tures were indisputable, but they were altogether beyond the 
range of the Dijon museum, and the director immediately put 
Duveen in touch with them; Duveen bought them, and sold them 
to Rockefeller for three-quarters of a million dollars. 

With architects and decorators, Duveen was, of course, com¬ 
pletely at home. Once an architect won his affection, there was 
almost nothing he wouldn’t do for him - from his early favourite, 
Horace Trumbauer, to whom he gave the job of building his 
Ministry of Marine; through Thomas Hastings, whom ho talked 
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Frick into selecting to build Frick’s house; down to his last, John 
Russell Pope, for whom he performed a similar service in con¬ 
nection with the job of building the National Gallery in Washing¬ 
ton. Earlier, Duveen had donated to the British Museum a wing 
to house the Elgin Marbles, and he had given Pope the job of 
designing that, too. After the death of Mrs. Frick, in 1931, Pope, 
thanks to Duveen, was chosen to convert the Frick mansion into 
the Frick Museum. It is said that in the beginning Duvecn’s regard 
for Pope was not wholly disinterested. Pope was a stepson-in-law 
of an important Baltimore collector, Henry Walters, and Duveen 
hoped to get Walters as a customer. He failed in this but came to 
like Pope for himself alone. For Hastings, Duveen had a vociferous 
enthusiasm. Some of Frick’s friends were sceptical about Hast¬ 
ings’ plans for the partially one-story Frick house; they thought it 
was too low for a city that went in for altitude. These sceptics 
Duveen demolished; to Frick he expressed as much satisfaction 
with Hastings’ plans as if they were a Duveen, which, in a sense, 
they were to become. It was when Duveen, with his exhaustive 
solicitude, began worrying about the interior of the house that he 
had Sir Charles Allom brought in. just as Duveen would sometimes 
furnish an entire room to sell a picture, so, conversely, he would 
sometimes sell a picture to furnish a room, as happened in the case 
of the famous Fragonard Room that he got Allom to set up for 
Frick. Not only did he inspire the emotion of gratitude in others, 
but he was capable of feeling it strongly himself. He never forgot 
Allom’s appreciation of his taste in furnishing the Fragonard 
Room, and got him job after job: the Bache house; Mrs. Horace 
E. Dodge’s house, which Duveen furnished entirely; and, for good 
measure, Hearst’s castle in Wales, so that at least once Allom 
wouldn’t have to go too far to go to work. 

Besides architects and interior decorators, Duveen had a great 
affection for restorers - those men who perform the nice task of 
revivifying pictures that have lost their bloom. Restoration evi¬ 
dently has its limits; it stops short of resurrection but, given suffi¬ 
cient skill on the part of the restorer, it can accomplish wonders. 
To those who suggested that, for instance, a Durer that Duveen 
sold to Bache had very little of Durer left in it, Duveen answered 
wistfully that anyway it had been by Durer. Duveen had a pet 
restorer in Italy for Italian pictures, one in France for French pic¬ 
tures, and one in England for English pictures. Oddly, his pet 
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restorer of all was a man born in New York City, Stephen S, Pich- 
etto. Pichetto, who was of Italian parentage, attended Townsend 
Harris High School and then went to C.C.N.Y. He had ambitions 
to be a painter himself, but he gave them up in favour of restoring 
the works of other men, especially those who flourished in Italy 
during the Renaissance. Duvecn began using him early in his 
American career; by 1928, Pichetto had an official position as 
‘consultant restorer’ to the Metropolitan Museum. As Duveen 
sold many more Italian pictures in America than anybody else sold, 
he had many more of them to restore, and Pichetto was kept busy. 
Duveen’s generosity - that is, his conviction that anyone who 
worked for him, high or low, should be compensated in a manner 
commensurate with the dignity of the association - paid off mar¬ 
vellously in Pichetto’s case. Pichetto became not only restorer but 
art adviser to Kress. Kress came to rely on Pichetto’s judgment, 
and it was convenient for Duveen that coincidentally Pichetto 
was (as a friend of both Kress and Pichetto once put it) ‘extremely 
Duveen conscious’. This adventitious awareness of Pichetto’s 
came in handy for Duveen when he wanted to sell a picture to 
Kress, even if it didn’t have to be restored. Pichetto, brimful 
of goodwill, must have outdone himself when he had to restore a 
picture that belonged, successively, to Duveen and to Kress. In 
Duveen’s final years, when he was at his height, Pichetto was at his 
height; he was so busy that he leased an entire floor of the Squibb 
Building and had twelve men on his staff. When Pichetto died, in 
1549, at the age of sixty-one, he was himself a wealthy man. Such 
was the era and such was the trade, as Duveen practised it, that 
even a restorer who worked for Duveen could leave a fortune. 

When at last the moment came for Duveen to meet Mellon, he 
found himself bountifully rewarded for his unremitting and demo¬ 
cratic friendliness. For one thing, although Mellon knew very 
little about Duveen, apart from the fact that he didn’t want to deal 
with him, Duveen was thoroughly informed about Mellon. Du¬ 
veen was much better prepared to know Mellon than Mellon was 
to know Duveen. For another thing, the mechanics of the meet¬ 
ing were so much simpler than they would have been had Duveen 
been an unfriendly man. The meeting was effected by a delicate 
feat of co-ordination. Duveen could not depend on coincidence 
unless he himself created it. In 1921, Mellon, visiting London, 
occupied a suite on the third floor of Claridgc’s. Duveen had a 
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permanent suite on the fourth floor of Claridge’s. Stirred sud¬ 
denly by premonitions of intimacy, he had himself moved to the 
floor below Mellon. Duveen’s valet was, inevitably, a friend of 
Mellon’s; the two valets seem to have wished the contagion of 
their friendship to spread to their masters. One afternoon, Du- 
veen was apprised by his valet that Mellon’s valet was helping 
Mellon on with his overcoat and was about to start down the corri¬ 
dor with him to ring for the lift. Duveen’s valet hastily performed 
the same services for Duveen. The timing of the valets was so ex¬ 
quisite that Duveen stepped into die descending lift that contained 
Mellon. Duveen was not only surprised, he was charmed. ‘How 
do you do, Mr. Mellon?’ he said, and introduced himself, adding, 
as he later recalled, ‘I am on my way to the National Gallery to 
look at some pictures. My great refreshment is to look at pic¬ 
tures.’ Taken unawares, Mellon admitted that he, too, was in 
need of a little refreshment. They went to the National Gallery 
together, and after they had been refreshed, Mellon discovered that 
Duveen had an inventory of Old Masters of his own that, although 
smaller than the museum’s, was, Duveen thought, comparable in 
quality. He gave Mellon, as he gave all his clients, the sensation of, 
in H. G. Dwight’s words, ‘intoxicating triumphs’ to come. So 
heady was this sensation that Mellon appears to have forgotten 
altogether that Duveen did not work on a commission. 

The personalities of Duveen and Mellon were widely disparate. 
Duveen blurted out everything; Mellon was the Apostle of Silence. 
When Mellon was appointed Secretary of the Treasury by Hard¬ 
ing, he had to be introduced to the public; his footfall was so light 
that his name had rarely appeared in the papers, and then most 
inconspicuously. (At the time of the appointment, Duveen was 
asked how he felt about it. ‘I don’t care whether Mr. Mellon is 
Secretary of the Treasury or not, as long as he keeps buying pic¬ 
tures,’ he replied. Duveen was not interested in what he called 
his clients’ ‘ outside jobs ’; he was interested only in their main job, 
which was buying Duveens.) In 1928, Mellon was the featured 
speaker on Founder’s Day at Carnegie Institute, in Pittsburgh. 
Carnegie Institute was hard up, and there was a rumour that 
Mellon would come through with a donation. The honoured 
guest, reading almost inaudibly from a prepared text, had his 
audience straining for the news of a bonanza. Presently, the 
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inaudibility became complete. Mellon had lost his place. He made 
an effort to find it, and then gave up. ‘That’s all,’ he murmured, 
and sat down. The audience Tiled out, not knowing whether Car¬ 
negie Institute had got anything or not. They didn’t find out till 
the next morning, when the speech was reported in the Pittsburgh 
papers, and then they were disappointed. Mellon had been de¬ 
scribing a monumental plan he had for rebuilding Washington. 

In his Cabinet days, Mellon was a small, frail man with silver 
hair, a narrow, finely moulded head, and a well-trimmed mous¬ 
tache. His admirers considered him patrician; one of them has 
said, ‘He was princely but not prodigal.’ A more detached 
observer of him said, however, that he looked like ‘a double-entry 
bookkeeper afraid of losing his job - worn, and tired, tired, tired’. 
To call Mellon laconic was to accuse him of garrulity. Feeling, 
after he became a public figure, that he should make an effort to be 
hail-fcllow-wcll-mct, he often tried to force a smile. He didn’t 
have to force one, though, when Coolidge succeeded Harding. 
‘Coolidge will become one of our greatest Presidents,’ he said. 
The two men saw much of each other, conversing almost entirely 
in pauses. 

Perhaps there is some mysterious relation between the posses¬ 
sion of great wealth and parsimony of speech. A characteristic of 
practically all the Duveen millionaires was the feeling that speech, 
like money, was to be held on to — or, at any rate, doled out very 
slowly. If silence was indeed golden, then this was an easy way for 
them to increase their capital. When Morgan was in Rome, he 
liked the society of Salvatore Cortesi, an Associated Press corre¬ 
spondent. According to Morgan’s biographer, Frederick Lewis 
Allen, Morgan would drive through the streets of Rome with Cor¬ 
tesi for hours, ‘without feeling any necessity to say or hear a 
word’. When someone asked Leland Stanford, when he was 
Governor of California, ‘How do you feel tills morning, Gover¬ 
nor?’ the Governor threw the questioner an uneasy look, on 
guard against this dangerously leading question, and countered 
widi another question. ‘Wouldn’t you like to know?’ he said. 
The Governor, who had been, like one of his business partners, 
Collis P. Huntington, a Sacramento storekeeper, once sold some 
groceries and hardware to a couple of prospectors who were 
broke. In exchange, they gave Stanford seventy-six of the ninety- 
three shares in their mine. On these shares, Stanford subsequently 
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cleared half a million dollars. An inquiring psychologist in search 
of the connection between money and silence might discover a 
sound one - a suspicion that talk breeds friendship and that friend¬ 
ship can be expensive. The rich man’s intuition is probably right. 
Once you have achieved some sort of human relationship with a 
man, it is hard to bring yourself to sell him a few groceries for half 
a million dollars. In addition to founding his university, Stanford 
splashed his will with munificent bequests. He called in his wife 
and another of his partners, Mark Hopkins, to consult with him 
about it. Despite all his acquisitiveness, his affairs were in bad 
shape. ‘ Don’t you think, Leland, that you are being too liberal to 
some of these people?’ Mrs. Stanford asked. 'They won’t think 
I’m so liberal when they come to collect,’ said Stanford com¬ 
pactly. On the way up, reticence is important; once one is there, 
it is obligatory. Speech is alive with the germ of commitment. 
The less you say, the less vulnerable you are. 

According to a biography written by his close friend George 
Harvey, Frick’s childish dreams centred about the ambition to 
have, one day, a million dollars. When he was thirty, he had it and 
he felt justified in blowing himself to a jaunt in Europe. A cautious 
and conservative young man, he went to call on another cautious 
and conservative young man in Pittsburgh, Andrew Mellon, to 
propose that they join forces on a holiday. Mellon nodded his 
head, and the trip was on. But that genius for organization which 
Frick had already begun to apply to his coal-and-coke business and 
which was to multiply the realization of his modest early dreams 
by the hundreds he applied instinctively to the organization of his 
first European trip also. Harvey tells about it as follows: 

Naturally, after three years of close and continuous application at his 
desk, the young banker [Mellon] eagerly welcomed the suggestion of a 
trip abroad and, having his affairs in perfect order as usual, he readily 
arranged for an absence of four months. Presently Clay proposed to 
increase the party by inviting two acquaintances to join them. One of 
those suggested was a popular young man who wrote poetry, sang glee¬ 
fully, and told amusing stories. Andrew readily assented to this 
thoughtful provision of entertainment enhanced by the desirability of 
having ‘someone along to do the talking’. The other was an older man, 
no more loquacious than themselves. 

As Harvey does not tell us, one can only imagine that this 
industrial principle of division of labour worked out beautifully on 
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the European jaunt. As Frick and Mellon - except possibly in 
their relations with Duveen - always got something in excess of 
value received, it is safe to assume that the fellow they took along 
to do the talking worked hard and incessantly and made it bliss¬ 
fully unnecessary for his two hosts to open their mouths in speech 
except in emergencies. On occasion, though, Frick, if sufficiently 
Stimulated by a colleague, permitted himself to be expansive. One 
day during a stock-market crisis, he was in the office of James 
Stillman, the president of the National City Bank. The two giants 
were besieged by a financial reporter, who asked for a statement. 
The reporter waited a full hour while Frick and Stillman evolved 
it. Finally, it was sent out by Stillman’s secretary. It read: 

The U.S.A. is a great and growing country. 

(Signed) James Stillman 
Henry C. Frick 

This is confidential and not for publication unless names arc 
omitted. 

Although Duveen got what he wanted that day in the lift in 
Claridge’s, although Mellon became a customer, and his best 
customer, Duveen had to pay a high price, for Mellon, by not 
talking, made him suffer acutely. He took for ever to decide about 
3 picture, and during these endless periods of indecision gave Du¬ 
veen no hint of what he was thinking. In an impulsive, indiscreet 
moment, a rival art dealer once heard himself saying to Mellon, 
‘Duveen tells me you drive him crazy. You drive him crazy 
because he never knows what you feel about things. He says he can 
never get a word out of you.’ At this testimony to his inscruta¬ 
bility, Mellon permitted himself a smile, unaccompanied by 
speech. Duveen used to cheer Bache up when he was low, and 
H. E. Huntington used to cheer Duveen up when he was low. But 
Mellon was simply withdrawn. Not only was he withdrawn; he 
had to be satisfied that a picture was indisputably authentic and 
that it was the best the Old Master had to offer. Moreover, he felt 
that he must like it - without saying so, of course - almost as well 
as Duveen did. Without speaking a word or even altering his 
expression, he let Duveen’s spirals of ecstasy envelop him. 
Through all the long and, on Mellon’s part, silent struggle, Duveen 
sought, by all the devices at his disposal, to uncover the well-spring 
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of emotion he was sure lay within. He came nearest to it the day he 
found Mellon in a mood bordering on irritation. This was prom¬ 
ising. He plumbed it, only to discover that Mellon was annoyed 
because his haberdasher had asked him an exorbitant price for a 
fourteen-carat-gold collar stud. He had left the shop without a 
word and without the collar stud. 

During the nineteen-twenties, Duveen moved cautiously widi 
Mellon. He did not regard Mellon as the kind of man who should 
be rushed. He was satisfied to sell him one or two pictures at a 
time, and to put up with the fact that Mellon still saw a great deal 
of Knoedler’s. And somewhere along the way Duveen began to 
plant in Mellon’s mind filaments of suggestion - the merest gossa¬ 
mer, at first - that were to lead Mellon to wake up one day with 
the awesome idea that he would found a national art gallery in 
Washington. As a close observer of the National Gallery’s genesis 
has said, ‘It was a gleam in Duveen’s eye long before Andrew 
Mellon ever thought of it.’ Towards the end of the decade, with a 
view to making a start towards filling up the gallery of his imagi¬ 
nation, Duveen, hearing that die Soviet government was eager 
to sell some of its famous collection of paintings in the Hermitage 
Gallery, went over to have a look at them. The Soviet government 
proved to be the first seller in his experience whose price he did 
not care to meet. The outlay was too great, he thought, especially 
since Mellon was the only potential purchaser, and Mellon had 
not seen the pictures. Duveen contented himself with telling 
Mellon about the expensive opportunity. After several years of 
negotiation, Mellon, in 1930 and 1931, using Knoedlcr’s - still 
working on a fixed commission - as his agent, took advantage of it. 
Mellon bought twenty-one of the Hermitage paintings, for seven 
million dollars. For Raphael’s ‘Alba Madonna’ alone he paid over 
one million one hundred thousand dollars. Mellon’s taciturnity 
about his Hermitage buy equalled his taciturnity about everything 
else. David E. Finley, who was Mellon’s right-hand man and at 
his request was appointed the Director of the National Gallery, 
has been quoted in the Saturday Evening Post as saying, ‘Mr. Mellon 
wanted to keep die thing a surprise until the right moment. It 
probably would not have been good politics for the Secretary of 
the Treasury publicly to spend millions for rare paintings at a time 
when the government was swamped with unemployment, bank 
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failures, and general distress.’ To keep quiet about this was no 
strain on Mellon, 

To anybody else, Mellon’s purchase of the Hermitage pictures 
would have been a lethal blow, but to Duveen it was like finding 
a gusher. After it had been announced, a rival dealer came to offer 
him some gloating consolation. He was startled to find Duveen 
radiant. ‘Mellon lias arrived,’Duveen said. ‘He’s ready for me.’ 
Duveen felt that any man who would spend that much money on 
pictures lie had never seen was a buyer for whom he was prepared 
to endure any anguish. He knew that Mellon would make no more 
such purchases except from him; there was no other source of 
supply. The Hermitage affair showed that Mellon meant business. 
Duveen meant business, too. In congratulating Mellon on his 
acquisition, he said, ‘These pictures are wonderful, but let me 
remind you, Mr. Mellon, that you paid Duveen prices.’ Finley 
recalls that when the paintings finally arrived in Washington, they 
were secreted in a vault in. the Corcoran Gallery. Finley has said 
that Mellon would retire there to commune with ‘treasures like 
Raphael’s “Alba Madonna”, and his “Saint George and the 
Dragon”, the second of which cost $745,000; Botticelli’s “The 
Adoration of the Magi", which cost $838,350; Jan van Eyck’s 
“The Annunciation”, which cost $503,010; and Titian’s “Venus 
with a Mirror” - a very nude painting that Mellon never would 
have hung in his home - which cost $544,3 20’, That was a lot of 
money to spend on a picture you couldn’t hang in your home, to 
say nothing of the upkeep on a place where you could hang it. Fin¬ 
ley has said that Mellon had strict ideas about what could be hung 
in one’s home; he ‘did not care for nudes or contemporary paint¬ 
ings, and he was careful not to hang religious pictures in a room 
where his friends might be smoking and drinking’. Ilis private 
museum must have been governed by the sort of regulations that 
public museums had late in the nineteenth century, when the 
hours at which men and women were permitted to look at Greek 
sculpture were staggered, like the hours at a Turkish bath. 

During the early thirties, Duveen, quietly plugging away at his 
plans for a national gallery, sold Mellon art on a grander and 
grander scale. Everything was going along rosily for both Mellon 
and Duveen when, in the spring of 1934, the United States 
Attorney General sent Mellon a notice claiming that in 1931 he 
had not paid enough income tax. Bluntly, the government asked 
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Mellon for $3,089,000 for hack taxes and penalties. Mellon 
denounced the government’s implied charge of tax evasion as 
‘impertinent, scandalous, and improper’, made a counter-claim 
that in 1931 he had, in fact, overpaid his taxes by $139,000, and, 
ostensibly to get a refund but actually to clear himself of the Bureau 
of Internal Revenue’s charge of fraud, asked for a hearing before 
the Board of Tax Appeals in Washington. The government’s case 
against Mellon was enormously complicated; before the hearings 
were over, ten thousand pages of testimony had been recorded, 
Mellon had to withstand a terrific barrage from the government’s 
lawyers, and his defences were sometimes puny. The hearings 
whipped up a turbulent sea, filled with knobby islands, on which 
the Mellon lawyers were shown to have erected intricate and dia¬ 
phanous structures: labyrinths of ‘shadow security sales’ and 
‘coalesced corporations’. But, fortunately for Mellon, the stormy 
sea of this litigation led into a comparatively tranquil and sunny 
cove, on which the Mellon art collection, bought from Duveen and 
others, sailed serenely. In this cove — which to Duveen was the 
sea - the talkative peer thrashed about prodigiously. The nub of 
Mellon’s defence - a nub that the government apparently had not 
anticipated - was that in 1931 Mellon, without talking about it, 
without even bothering to mention it to the government, had 
given more than three million dollars’ worth of pictures to the 
Mellon Trust, a foundation he had set up the year before for 
charitable purposes. The government answered that the founda¬ 
tion itself was a tax dodge, that the pictures were hanging in his 
apartment and were inaccessible to the public. (Those that were 
in a vault in the Corcoran were even less publicly accessible.) 
Mellon’s reply to that was that though these works of art were still 
privately displayed, it had for years been his intention to turn 
them over to the nation as soon as he had acquired enough to pro¬ 
vide a decent start for a national gallery he was planning to give the 
American people. To prove that Mellon had had this intention 
even earlier than 1931, Mellon’s counsel called to their aid the 
man who had shared this intention with him - Duveen. In his 
testimony, Duveen swept clear of the ingenuities of lawyers, the 
importunities of tax collectors, the avidities of the over-rich. He 
was able to slant a shaft of benevolent, lateral light on Mellon: 
here was the government insisting that Mellon was trying to cheat 
it out of over three million dollars; Duveen was present to prove 
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that Mellon had spent vastly more than that on a project he had 
long been preparing to hand over to the government he was sup¬ 
posed to be defrauding. As Mellon’s attorney, Frank J. Hogan, 
put it, ‘God doesn’t place in the hearts and minds of men such 
diverse and opposite traits as these; it is impossible to conceive of 
a man planning such benefactions as these and at the same time 
plotting and scheming to defraud his government. ’ Duveen sup¬ 
ported God’s and Hogan’s view of the eternal homogeneity of 
human nature. 

Duveen’& lawyers, who, over the years, had had to pilot him 
through countless lawsuits, had despaired of him as a witness; he 
never saw any reason, even in a court-room, to curb his habit of 
talking too much. They had seen him off to Washington with sink¬ 
ing hearts. But on this one occasion, even they later admitted, 
Duveen acquitted himself nobly. That exuberance in Duveen that 
subtle men like Sir Osbert Sitwell and Sir Kenneth Clark — weary, 
perhaps, of their own subtleties and grateful for big, colourful 
splashes of untested generalization and unpremeditated gusto - 
delighted in overflowed at this trial and captivated everyone in the 
crowded hearing room except opposing counsel. Duveen entered 
with the assurance of a popular comedian who knows he is irre¬ 
sistible and knows he is funny. He addressed opposing counsel - 
headed by Robert H. Jackson, attorney for the Bureau of Internal 
Revenue - with the condescension of an Olympian talking down to 
worthy, but fumbling and misinformed, groundlings. Duveen 
must have quickly sized Jackson up as a man who didn’t own any 
Duveens, and he set about educating him. He made a broad intro¬ 
ductory statement, by way of breaking him in, about the Mellon 
Duveens. ‘The ex-Secretary’s collection,’ he said concisely, ‘is 
the finest in the universe.’ This gave Jackson little margin, but he 
tried to manoeuvre on his narrow shelf. He had evidently peeked 
into Duveen's income-tax reports as well as into Mellon’s, for he 
replied by asking Duveen whether it was not true that his art firm 
had lost $2,9jo,ooo in 1930 and 1931. Duveen looked at him 
pityingly. ‘I’ve never asked for the last fifteen year's what I’ve 
made or what I’ve lost,’ he said. ‘I’m simply not interested.’ 
Even for a non-customer, Jackson showed an ignorance about Du¬ 
veens that shocked the art dealer with its Philistinism. Neverthe¬ 
less, Duveen look the time to give him some elementary instruc¬ 
tion in picture values. Jackson asked about the value of van Eyck’s 
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panel ‘The Annunciation’. Duveen looked at him reprovingly, as 
you could not help looking at a man who would ask a question 
about a thing like that. ‘Perhaps you don’t realize that there are 
only three small van Eycks in America, ’ he said. ‘ And they cannot 
compare with Mr. Mellon’s van Eyck.’ He threw a compliment at 
Mellon for his shrewdness in getting this panel for a mere 
$503,010. It was worth a million, he said, and added, ‘Why, even 
I would give $750,000 for it now.’ He was asked about the 
‘Cowper Madonna’ of Raphael, which he had sold Mellon. This 
turned out to be another example of Mellon’s shrewdness; he had 
wrested it from Duveen for $836,000. ‘I thought it a very low 
price. Mr. Mellon thought it a very high price. One day after 
lunch, I gave way,’ said Duveen, with the candour of a man who 
was not above admitting defeat. He beamed at Mellon to show 
that he bore no grudge. Mellon nodded in acknowledgment. 

Jackson blindly persisted, and Duveen had to go on lecturing 
him. The government’s counsel tried to get Duveen to admit that 
there was a great fluctuation in the values of works of art. Duveen 
tried to lead counsel gently to the plateau on which he himself 
resided. Leonardo da Vinci, Michelangelo, Raphael, Perugino, van 
Eyck, Titian, and Rembrandt were all great men, said Duveen, 
‘because only great men can become great artists’. And, he 
pointed out, their prices must be commensurate with their great¬ 
ness. Jackson then asked, bloody but unbowed, ‘Is it nevertheless 
true that art works do fluctuate greatly in value?’ Duveen, forced 
from where he dwelt to the lowlands, became paternal. ‘Really, 
my dear fellow,’ he said, ‘art works don’t rise and fall in value like 
pig iron or sheet copper or tin mines. They have a value and that 
is all there is to it.’ He added that he did not have to depend on 
certificates to assure the authenticity of his pictures. The audience 
laughed. ‘I have received certificates from emperors and kings,’ 
Duveen continued, ‘but usually I find that the picture in question 
is no good. My clients just accept my word, for they have been 
dealing with me for years.’ Again he beamed at the defendant, 
who had been dealing with him for years and who rewarded him 
with another nod. 

When the issue was really joined and Jackson tried to prove 
that Mellon had formed his foundation to escape taxes and had 
never intended to let the public enjoy his art collection, Duveen 
testified that as early as 1928 he had discussed with Mellon the 
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project of a national gallery to house the art treasures he was help¬ 
ing get together for him. He had introduced to Mr. Mellon ‘a 
noted architect’, who had drawn rough plans for the building, 
which were still in his possession. Jackson tried to interrupt Du- 
veen’s description of his talks with Mellon about the plans for the 
building, but Duveen in full flight was not an easy man to inter¬ 
rupt. He went on describing the talks and the plans. Not only had 
he discussed the plans and introduced an architect to Mellon but 
he had even suggested a site in Washington. Hogan asked him a 
question about the site. Jackson didn’t want to hear any more 
about it, but Duveen saw to it that he heard more. ‘ Oh, yes, there 
was a site,’ Duveen said. ‘By the obelisk near the pond.’ At this 
deft transposition of tire Washington Monument to the Sahara, and 
its reflecting pool to some English county, the spectators howled 
with laughter, and attendants had to shout for order. 

Duveen went on, and the case went on. Commentators on the 
hearings, which at moments looked very bad for Mellon, have said 
that Duveen’s testimony did much to dispel the sinister atmo¬ 
sphere that surrounded the case. In a dramatic fashion, Duveen’s 
pictures - which he had always told his clients they were getting 
cheap no matter how much they paid for them - and even Knocd- 
ler’s pictures, rallied to Mellon in his dark hour, hr the end, the 
Board of Tax Appeals exonerated him of the government’s 
charges of fraud. It came round, at last, to a belief in Mellon’s and 
Duveen’s charitable intentions. The Old Masters, it turned out, 
were useful to have as contemporary pals. 

The end of the tax hearings in Washington left Duveen in a 
handsome position; the idea of tire National Gallery was now out 
in the open, and Mellon could not very gracefully change his mind 
about it. Duveen’s only problem was how to provide Mellon with 
the works he had testified he needed to give the gallery a decent 
start, hr 1336, for dre second time in his dealings with Mellon, 
Duveen decided to take an apartment directly below his, this 
time in Washington. As he later recounted, he said to Mellon one 
day, ‘You and I are getting on. We don’t want to run around. I 
have some beautiful things for you, things you ought to have. 
I have gathered them specially for you. You don’t want to keep 
running to New York to see them; 1 haven’t the energy to keep 
running to Washington. I shall arrange matters so that you can see 



THE SILENT MEN 


'SS 

these things at your convenience and at your leisure. ’ Then, in an 
allusion to the National Gallery, he added, ‘Of course, these 
things don’t really belong to us. They belong to the people.’ 
Mellon lived in an apartment house near Dupont Circle. Duveen 
prevailed upon the family living below Mellon to transfer its lease 
to him, and then moved in the wonderful things that belonged to 
the people. The result was very beautiful and very expensive. He 
installed a caretaker, engaged several guards to keep an eye on the 
apartment, gave Mellon the key, and went back to New York. 

In New York, to divert himself while waiting around for the 
silent potentate to make up his mind and speak, Duveen decided 
to have some fun at the expense of a potentate who was not silent 
at all, Adolf Hitler. Duveen thought that except for Holbein and 
Diircr, whom he consented to deal in, German art was gross and 
tasteless. In speaking of German pictures, he was repeatedly able 
to employ his favourite epithet for a picture he didn’t like - ‘vul¬ 
gar’. Hitler’s preferences in art had a strong nationalist tinge; he 
deplored the fact that so many early German artists had been dis¬ 
placed, in museums and private collections, by decadent Italians. 
Duveen went to considerable trouble to see that Hitler’s prefer¬ 
ences were indulged. Working under cover of an English firm of 
unblemished Aryan genealogy - a firm that, in turn, employed a 
similarly impeccable Dutch concern - Duveen furnished die funds 
for a large and long-term operation that funnelled back into 
Germany early German art works which came quite cheap, in 
exchange for the decadent Italians. He thus managed to abduct 
from the very walls of the Kaiser Friedrich Museum, in Berlin, and 
the Alte Pinakothek, in Munich, among other prominent German 
museums, some of the finest examples of Italian art - a Duccio di 
Buoninsegna, a Fra Filippo Lippi, a Raphael, and the like - and 
transfer them to the walls of the more catholic Duveen clients. 

Meanwhile, Duveen kept in touch with his caretaker in Wash¬ 
ington. The caretaker confided charming vignettes of the tenant 
on the upper floor, in dressing gown and carpet slippers, leaving 
his own apartment to bask in Duveen's more opulent environment. 
Sometimes, the caretaker reported, Mellon found it more agree¬ 
able to entertain guests in Duveen’s place dian in his own. Gradu¬ 
ally, Mellon must have begun to feel that the paintings he showed 
off to his friends at Duveen’s were his own. There came a moment 
when he felt he couldn’t go on living a double life. He sent for 
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Duveen and bought the contents of his apartment, lock, stock, and 
barrel. This was the largest transaction ever consummated in the 
world of art. Duveen had easily outdone the Soviets. There were 
twenty-one items in the Soviet deal, forty-two in Duvcen’s, 
Mellon paid the Soviets seven million dollars; he paid Duveen 
twenty-one million. For once, Mellon found himself short of cash. 
He paid Duveen in securities. Duveen was able to liquidate a 
credit of £1,200,000 his London bank had been extending him for 
thirty years and to arrange trust funds for his wife and daughter. 
The deal was a remarkable feat of salesmanship, but it represented 
an even more remarkable feat of collecting. After all, the Soviet 
government had inherited the Hermitage collection from a govern¬ 
ment that had been collecting pictures far longer than Duveen. 
The agents of Catherine the Great had brought back many of the 
Hermitage pictures from their tours through England, Flanders, 
and Holland in the early eighteenth century; Nicholas I and the 
Alexanders, in the nineteenth century, were responsible for 
further acquisitions. Since Duveen was able to assemble a large 
part of the Mellon Collection - and a large part of so many others 
besides - in one lifetime, it can be argued that he was the greatest 
collector in history. 

A few months after Duveen sold Mellon the apartment in 
Washington, Mellon wrote President Roosevelt offering to build 
a national art gallery and give it to the nation, along with his entire 
art collection and a fivc-million-dollar endowment fund. As soon 
as the President and Congress had, in March of 1937, formally 
accepted the National Gallery in the name of the American people 
— nineteen million of whom have since visited it — Duveen form¬ 
ally called in Pope, the architect anonymously referred to during 
the trial, to draw up more definite plans. After Duveen had 
passed them, they wore shown to Mellon. Duveen was as fastid¬ 
ious in planning the National Gallery as he had been in planning 
tire apartment he sold to Mellon. He had a prejudice against lime¬ 
stone, His soul revolted against limestone. lie thought it was 
dirty. Mellon, however, had made up his mind to build the Gal¬ 
lery of limestone, for which he had already exhibited a noticeable 
fondness, President Coolidge had put Mellon in charge of a 
|i9o,ooo,ooo District of Columbia architectural programme, and 
Mellon had chosen limestone for one government building after 
another. ‘ Three Presidents served tinder Mellon, ’ Senator George 
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Norris once said, Unlike Harding, Coolidgc, and Hoover, Duveen 
refused to serve. He didn’t want the National Gallery, to which 
he had given so much thought and which was to house so many of 
the best Duveens, to look like the Mellon National Bank in Pitts¬ 
burgh. He arranged a conference with Mellon and Pope, and 
praised marble. Pope said marble would cost at least five million 
dollars more. Mellon said that that was much too expensive; 
limestone was good enough. After all, he had rebuilt the District 
of Columbia out of limestone. Duveen said that what was good 
enough for the District of Columbia was not good enough for his 
and Mellon’s pictures. He suggested an automobile ride round 
town. As they rode, he pointed out to Mellon many examples of 
his crowning glory. They were of limestone, and they looked 
shabby and dirty, or Duveen said they did. All the time, Duveen 
kept selling marble as if he were selling marble. Mellon yielded. 
‘Thanks for the ride,’ he said. 'It has been the most expensive 
ride of my life.’ 

Once Duveen had persuaded Mellon that marble was the only 
substance suitable for a building that was to house Duveens, 
Mellon insisted on choosing die kind of marble, and Duveen let 
him have his own way. Mellon decided on Tennessee marble 
because it was, like himself, unostentatious, and austere. He chose 
it because it didn’t look like marble. Here, too, perhaps, his 
choice indicated an expression of his desire for silence; he didn’t 
want the marble to admit that it was marble. He struck a snag, 
however. It was the middle of the depression, and the marble 
people were highly inactive. The hibernating marble men woke 
up, warmed to life by Mellon’s big order. They set about turning 
out the largest amount of Tennessee marble ever ordered at one 
time. When it arrived in Washington, it was seen to be in a 
variety of shades, from quite intense pink to quite pale pink. 
When a sample wall was finally put up, it looked as if it had scarlet 
fever. What made die operation enormously costly was that it 
was decided, in order to avoid the hectic look, that all the dark 
marble should be at the bottom and the light at the top, so that 
die walls would present a nan-pathological gradation of colour. 
This meant that it had to be determined in advance where each 
block should go. With the passage of a few years, the colour 
differentiations disappeared; die infinite trouble and expense of 
the elaborate block-matching might have been spared. 
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‘Why did you make such a fuss about the marble?’ someone 
asked Duveen. ‘What difference does it make to you? Besides, 
Mellon will have five million less to spend with you.’ 

‘I’ll have other customers besides Mellon,’ Duveen said, as if 
diagramming the obvious. ‘They’ll want their pictures to go into 
the National Gallery. They’ll be impressed by marble.’ Foremost 
among the customers Duveen had in mind was Kress. 

Relating the history of the National Gallery, John Walker, the 
Chief Curator, recently wrote: 

The building for the National Gallery was designed to provide five 
and a half acres of exhibition spate, and Mr. Mellon's original collection 
contained a hundred and thiity-two works of ait. It goes without say¬ 
ing that he hoped for a greater density than twenty-four to the acre. 
He was thoroughly confident that the beauty of the new building would 
have a magnetic effect on other collections. 

Duveen, as well as Mellon, was anxious for an increase in den¬ 
sity and an intensification of the magnetism. As a friend of Mel¬ 
lon’s once said, ‘Mellon had an art museum six blocks long on 
his hands and enough paintings to decorate a good-sized duplex 
apartment’. Duveen co-operated loyally. One opportunity arose 
because Mellon didn’t care for sculpture at all ; his ambition for the 
Washington gallery was that it should model itself after the 
National Gallery of London, which Mellon loved and which con¬ 
tained no sculpture. At the same time, however, Pope, whom 
Duveen admired as much as Mellon admired the National Gallery 
of London, had designed the Washington gallery with beautiful 
and spacious halls intended to receive sculpture. The sculpture 
halls were almost tenantlcss; the density, as far as sculpture was 
concerned, was just about zero. Duveen came to the rescue. 
Fortunately, in the Dreyfus Collection, which he had bought in 
1930, he had a great many marvellous sculptures. Faced on the one 
hand by an architectural fait accompli -sculpture halls with no sculp¬ 
ture - and on the other by Duveen, who had plenty of sculpture, 
Mellon found himself overcoming his prejudice against sculpture, 
and he allowed Duveen partially to fill the yawning cavities. It was 
another neat example of Duvcen’s prefabricated coincidences. 

In the delicate art of rivalry-whetting, Duveen was unexcelled. 
He had practised it earlier with Morgan, Frick, the Wideners, and 
Rockefeller; he had made Bache, Goldman, Hearst, and die lesser 
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fry conscious that they were lucky to be dealing with a man who 
was gracious enough to take time off to sec them when he might 
be dallying with such giants as Mellon. The National Gallery gave 
him an ideal vantage point for stimulating competition for his 
favour among the giants themselves. It enabled him to immortal¬ 
ize rivalry, to keep it at fever heat even after the death of one of 
the rivals, Kress wouldn’t consent to deal with Duveen until after 
Mellon was dead. He felt that it was no use, because Mellon, as 
far as Duveen was concerned, was No. i. Mellon died in August 
of 1937, and immediately afterwards Duveen managed to convey 
to Kress the fact that there was no longer any reason in the world 
he should deprecate himself; he had the stature to make himself 
No. 1. There was that agoraphobic ratio of twenty-four to the 
acre; with Duveen’s assistance, Kress could drastically increase 
the density. Duveen found himself, in a way, the sole adminis¬ 
trator of a vast cultural Homestead Act. Everything worked here 
for Duveen, including Mellon’s modest decision not to have his 
name put on the Gallery. Mellon did not believe in the value of 
this kind of personal fanfare; he told an intimate that although the 
Smithsonian Institution was named after James Smithson, not one 
man in a million could tell you who under the sun Smithson was. 
Perhaps Mellon’s refusal to put his name on the Gallery was, 
again, an extension of his principle of silence. Whatever the 
cause, the anonymity was a wonderful help to Duveen. Kress had 
bought so much art that he had no place to put it all and had 
planned at one time to build a gallery of his own; he had gone so 
far as to set aside land for it in New York. But the National Gal¬ 
lery, because it was national, was better. The anonymity of die 
pink marble building on Constitution Avenue gave Duveen a better 
chance to offer Kress his chance. 

Duveen had known Kress for eight years, and had waited and 
waited while Kress dabbled around, buying from other dealers. 
The patience Duveen perfected while waiting for Mellon stood 
him in good stead. Duveen had an extraordinary sense of timing. 
‘Mr. Kress isn’t ready yet to be a customer of mine; he’s got to 
make a few more mistakes,’ he said. Kress made them. Duveen 
had come to think that in permitting anyone to deal with him he 
was bestowing a special accolade, like an invitation to tea at 
Buckingham Palace, and he waited for Krcss’s perceptions to 
ripen. When he felt that they had ripened enough, he moved in. 
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‘You’re not going to let Mellon have the whole National Gallery 
to himself, are you, Mr. Kress?’ he said. Kress, with a quick sense 
that Mellon was crowding his immortality, saw the point. 

It is an oddity of geography that the three greatest American fivc- 
and-ten-ccnt-store magnates, Kress, S. S. Kresge, and F. W. Wool- 
worth, got their start in eastern Pennsylvania. Woolworth was 
bom in New York, but he went to Pennsylvania as a young man. 
Kresge was bom in Bald Mount, Pennsylvania. Kress, one of the 
few clients of Duvcen’s who has survived him, was born in Cherry- 
ville, Pennsylvania, in 1863. Ilis ancestry was Pennsylvania 
Dutch; he was brought up in modest circumstances, and his for¬ 
tune is his own handiwork. Me has never married; he has devoted 
his long life to fivc-and-len-cent stores, to the acquisition of art 
treasures, and to the preservation of his health. His stores are so 
numerous and far-flung that for one period of eleven years, as he 
made the rounds, he didn’t sleep in the same bed for two succes¬ 
sive nights. The accommodations he had to accept in small towns 
and villages may account for the hypochondria from which he has 
long suffered. His worry about getting hygienic and properly pre¬ 
pared food caused him, during the First World War, to move into 
three rooms in a New York hospital, where he felt the food would 
be at least clean, and he stayed on for a year and a half. 

Kress has led a singularly lonely life. Now eighty-eight and bed¬ 
ridden, he sees no one except his sevcnty-four-ycar-old brother 
Rush, his doctors and nurses, and specialists in the art field. New 
York has been his home for over thirty years, but even when he 
was well he knew almost no one there, and no one knew him. 
Outside his art collecting, his passion was travelling, but he did 
not indulge it directly. When he went abroad, it was to look at 
pictures, and he saw little else; when he was at home, his chief 
relaxation was the gratification his -wander-lust offered by Burton 
Holmes and his travelogues. Kress could never sec enough of 
the Holmes lantern slides, and his appetite for the lectures was 
insatiable. He had his secretary paste all the programmes and even 
his seat stubs in a scrapbook, so that he would have a permanent 
log of the voyages. This passion was sometimes a trial to those in 
his small circle whom he induced to accompany him. ‘ He could 
have chartered the Olympic and gone anywhere in the world he 
liked,’ one of them has said sadly, ‘but he preferred to do his 
travelling in Carnegie Hall. ’ 
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Kress’s caution, like that of so many very rich men, seemed to 
extend to the spending of even small sums of money, but on at 
least one occasion his instinct for haggling overcame this caution. 
Taking his ease on the veranda of an Italian watering place, he 
stopped a Levantine pedlar staggering by under a load of table¬ 
cloths and mufflers, and asked him what he wanted for a dozen 
mufflers. The pedlar told him. ‘What do you want for six muff¬ 
lers and six table-cloths?’ Kress asked. The pedlar scratched his 
head and named a figure. Kress became fascinated by the possi¬ 
bilities of permutation, and settled down to a nice, complicated 
haggle. A gross of table-cloths and more than a gross of mufflers 
offer the most beguiling vistas in that direction if you care to study 
them, and Kress studied them. He studied until the poor Levan¬ 
tine was perspiring from his effort to supply figures that wouldn’t 
bankrupt him ; he endured agonies of indecision, of quick revision, 
of abrupt estimates, and finally he lost touch with reality alto¬ 
gether. Kress enjoyed the game. At last, the virtuoso casually 
asked what the pedlar would take for the lot. The pedlar gasped 
out a figure and, suddenly recovering his business sense, dumped 
his stock in Kress’s lap. Kress, not sure how to argue this point, 
paid him. The pedlar, suddenly out of business, walked away. 
Kress found himself with a gross of table-cloths and an infinity of 
mufflers on his hands. There is something In Kress’s nature that 
cannot resist a gross of anything. He sent his new stock to his 
storehouse in downtown New York, where it still reposes. 

In his interminable hagglings with Duveen over batches of paint¬ 
ings and miscellaneous art objects, Kress tried to confuse him with 
swift permutations, as he had the Levantine. (‘How much for the 
Houdon bust without the nine pictures? How much for the nine 
pictures without the bust?’) But Duveen had a firmer grasp than 
the Levantine, and a firmer grasp than Kress. Kress prepared him¬ 
self carefully for his sessions with Duveen. Like all the other big 
clients, he was a slow talker and a slow decider. He had photo¬ 
graphs taken of the pictures he was considering, and pondered 
them endlessly. Year after year, he went to Europe and trudged 
the galleries. He was eternally asking questions of anyone whose 
opinion he valued about the pictures he thought he might buy. 
‘Why is this picture so good?’ he would ask. ‘Why is it better 
than the picture by the same artist that So-and-so has? What 
makes it worth so much? I’m told it’s been repainted. Which 
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part has been repainted? Has that cloud in the upper left-hand 
corner been repainted or is that the original cloud? What about 
that flying angel in the upper right-hand corner? Has she been re¬ 
painted? With all that repainting, should I pay so much?’ The 
interrogation went on continuously, not only in galleries but in his 
apartment, on walks, and on boats. Duveen put up with that. He 
also put up with Kress’s exceptionally wary nature. One day, to 
allay any suspicion in Kress’s mind that Mellon, though no longer 
on the scene, was itill No. i to him, Duveen said to him, ‘You 
have the mountains. Mellon has the peaks.’ Duveen might just as 
easily have said to Mellon, had Mellon been alive, * Kress has the 
mountains. You have the peaks.’ Duveen was the master of the 
reversible compliment. 

Duveen was subjected to his severest strain by Kress when, dur¬ 
ing the Christmas season of 1938, Kress did violence to one of 
Duveen’s cherished principles. Duveen, a pasha furiously jealous 
of his pictures, refused ever to unveil them publicly; no Duveen 
was ever visible in the Duveen windows at the Ministry of Marine 
during his lifetime, even though the building was a copy of a wing 
of a building that had been designed by Jacques-Ange Gabriel, the 
illustrious architect who served Louis XV. If you wanted to sec a 
Duveen, you couldn’t do it just by strolling up Fifth Avenue; you 
had to penetrate the recesses of the harem, and this took some 
doing. On his walks along the streets of New York - and especially 
along Fifty-seventh Street — Duveen was always on the look-out for 
a non-Duveen he could denounce as a fake. As he was walking 
down Fifth Avenue one day, his eye was caught, at the corner of 
Thirty-ninth Street, by a picture in a window. He stopped to stare 
at it incredulously. He felt no impulse to denounce. The picture 
was a Duveen, It was one of the greatest and most costly — both in 
price and in emotional tribulation - of all Duveens. It was, in fact, 
‘The Adoration of the Shepherds,’ which Bercnson had said was 
the earliest known Titian but which Duveen had sold to Kress as a 
Giorgione. This picture had cost Duveen his friendship and his 
valuable business relationship with Bercnson. He had persuaded 
Kress that by buying it he could take a short cut to immortality 
and a last sprint to pre-eminence in the National Gallery, out¬ 
distancing his late rival Mellon. This gift to the National Gallery 
was still a closely kept secret. And here it was, the lovely thing, 
quite naked, in the window of a building whose architect not only 
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was not French but was, as far as Duvccn was concerned, non¬ 
existent. It was staring at Duveen from behind the plate-glass 
window of Krcss’s fivc-and-ten, set there to lure the Christmas 
trade, an effulgent replacement for hair-nets, pin-cushions and soap 
dishes. 

Duveen had to swallow this humiliation, as he had had to swal¬ 
low so much else in his dealings with Kress. Nevertheless, when, 
towards the end of his life, he summarized his accomplishments, he 
said, ‘I thought that in the Mellon business I had reached the limit 
of good fortune. The Kress business has made my cup run over.’ 
In terms of sheer quantity, Kress was the biggest customer of 
Duveen’s entire career, even though everything he bought was 
bought, in a fierce cataract of purchases, in the last two years of 
Duveen’s life. Before Duveen died, he had got him well started 
towards a neck-and-neck position alongside Mellon in the National 
Gallery, and had let him become, indeed, No. 1. 

The purchase by Kress of part of the collection of the banker 
Henry Goldman, of Goldman, Sachs, offers a compact illustration 
of how these men, who were acknowledged to be among the 
shrewdest financial manipulators in the history of the world and 
who were so parsimonious by instinct, let down their guards in 
their dealings with Duveen. At seventy-nine, when lie was blind, 
Goldman decided to sell his pictures. He sent for a paid adviser of 
Kress's and asked whether Kress wanted to buy them. Kress’s 
adviser said that he might, but that he never did things in a hurry. 
‘He’ll have to do this in a hurry,’ said Goldman. ‘It’s got to be 
decided this afternoon.’ The adviser went to Kress and told him 
that Goldman wanted to sell his pictures. ‘Is he broke?’ Kress 
asked, that being the only situation in which he thought it justi¬ 
fiable to sell a picture. Kress was told that the offer had nothing 
to do with insolvency. ' Hold Goldman off, ’ said Kress, on general 
principles. Kress’s adviser urged him strongly to buy the col¬ 
lection, and to start negotiations at once. ‘Hold him off,’ Kress 
repeated. By the time the adviser got to a telephone to try to hold 
Goldman off, it was too late. Duveen had bought the pictures 
back. When this information was relayed to Kress, the effect was 
electric. A collection that belonged to Duveen was not a collec¬ 
tion that belonged to Goldman, even when it was the same col¬ 
lection. He asked his friend to arrange for him to sec the pictures. 
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The adviser promised to do so but begged Kress to be careful about 
one of them, which had been so restored that he didn’t think it 
was worth anything even if it was authentic, and it might not be. 
The showing took place in Kress’s apartment. Duvecn paraded 
the procession of Goldman’s masterpieces, holding out until the 
end the picture Kress had been warned against. In his enthusiasm 
for it, the current of Duveen’s customary vivacity whirled into 
panegyric. Of this painting, he related that when he had originally 
showed it to Goldman (who had probably been sprayed with a 
strong panegyric himself), Goldman had experienced, merely from 
being near it, a kind of religious ecstasy. When at last he had 
bought it, when it was actually in his apartment, his excitement 
at the thought of his permanent proximity to this masterpiece had 
been so great that he couldn’t sleep. Kress, who already had 
insomnia, was not impressed. He asked abruptly, ‘What makes it 
so wonderful?’ At this rude query, Duvccn was stuck; he was so 
used to having his assertions accepted that all he could do was 
reiterate that the picture was, beyond human expression, wonder¬ 
ful. Kress repeated his query: ‘What makes it so wonderful?’ 
Duveen gave another evasive answer, and there the matter rested 
while Kress and his adviser went for a walk to hash things over. 
In the conversation that followed, Kress reversed his attitude. 
‘Why do you say that it’s not wonderful?’ he demanded. The 
adviser gave his reason: Whatever the painting might have been 
once, it was now largely the work of a restorer. But Kress, scepti¬ 
cal in the presence of Duveen, proved himself a true believer in the 
presence of his adviser, who, by virtue of being a paid adviser, was 
automatically in a position to be contradicted. Once a collector 
had set his heart on a picture, it irritated him to have his profes¬ 
sional adviser discourage him. In this instance, Kress brought up 
a heavy battery of argument. ‘After all,’ he said, by way of con¬ 
clusion, ‘Goldman did own the picture and Duvccn did buy it. 
Duveen has it! ’ Kress bought the picture and all the others. Had 
he bought the pictures directly from Goldman, he would have 
saved millions. But then he wouldn’t have had tire warm feeling 
of owning a lot of Duveens. 

In the long line of Duveen’s clients, beginning early with Mor¬ 
gan, Altman, and Collis and H. E. Huntington and their successive 
wife, Arabella, and ending grandly with Mellon and Kress, Gold¬ 
man occupied a special position. He filled in a stage wait between 
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the exit of the former group and the entrance of the latter. After 
Goldman’s retirement from banking, he and Duveen often met for 
lunch at the St. Regis. The two men were inveterate gossips. 
‘What’s new on the Rialto?’ Goldman would ask Duveen, and 
Duveen would tell him. Goldman was hungry to hear everything 
about Duveen’s activities: What had Duveen bought, and to whom 
was he selling it, and for how much? Goldman was entranced 
with Duveen’s stories of his coups; alongside Duveen’s great 
clients, he modestly regarded himself as a minor one, and he 
delightedly absorbed the detailed stories of how Duveen played the 
big fish and netted them. He was like a small-town merchant who 
enjoys hearing how the town’s richest and most inaccessible citi¬ 
zen has, by adroit strategy, been made to sign up. Every particular 
of these manoeuvres interested Goldman vastly. 

Goldman’s blindness had developed gradually, in his later years. 
It is an instance of Duveen's capacity for disinterested friendship 
that after Goldman was totally blind and was no longer buying 
pictures, Duveen continued to see him constantly and supplied 
him with news of that Rialto that for him, as for the great col¬ 
lector tycoons of the time, held his deepest desires and was the 
true centre of his being. One Christmas, Duveen gave him two 
Holbein miniatures that the old collector had long loved. This 
gift brought Goldman enormous joy, even though he could not see 
it. Duveen’s frequent visits meant much to Goldman in his last 
days. He would ask, when Duveen was late, ‘Isn’t Joe coming?’ 
But Joe always did come. Sometimes he expounded on the beauty 
of the two Holbeins with as much enthusiasm as if he were selling 
them, and the old gentleman revelled in his unseen vision. 

Many of the major Duveen clients became cither totally blind 
or very nearly so, among them not only Goldman but Altman, 
Arabella Huntington, and, in recent years, Kress. The fact that for 
them the pictures he sold them were invisible or almost invisible 
did not in the least deter them from buying. An art critic, return¬ 
ing from Washington, where he had just inspected the Kress pic¬ 
tures in the National Gallery, sat by their donor’s bedside and 
praised him for contributing to the nation a beauty he could no 
longer see. Kress’s face lit up with pleasure, perhaps from his 
memory of a time when he had beheld the beauty. Another col¬ 
lector, less well known but equally picture-haunted, has, like 
Kress, been bedridden for some time. He is blind and nearly deaf 
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and paralysed. His only way of acknowledging even the presence 
of a rare visitor is to move his bandaged arm in a slight, semi¬ 
circular gesture. Recently, one of these visitors, sitting by his 
bedside, looked round the room and noticed that the pictures in it 
had been changed since his last visit. He remarked upon this, say¬ 
ing that the new pictures were lovely and that the room looked 
much better with them. In acknowledgment of this compliment, 
the sick man moved his arm so violently that the nurse became 
frightened and asked the visitor to leave the room at once. 

Philosophers interested in the Duvcen Era have engaged in a 
good deal of subtle speculation on one point, and it is still a tan¬ 
talizing mystery: How did it come about that the great money men 
of that era gradually came to accept Duveen’s simple, unworldly 
view that art was more important than money? One theory is that 
Duvcen had inculcated into them the idea that art was priceless 
and that when you pay for the infinite with the finite, you are in¬ 
deed getting a bargain. Perhaps it was for this reason that they 
felt better when they paid a lot. It gave them the assurance of ac¬ 
quiring genuineness, rarity, uniqueness. A lesser dealer had a Ros- 
scllino bust for which he had paid twenty-two thousand dollars. 
Joseph E. Widener went in to look at it. The dealer needed 
money and offered it for twenty-five thousand, thinking to tempt 
Widener into a quick purchase. The moderateness of the price 
was fatal. ‘Find me a better one,’ said Widener. Duveen would 
have asked a quarter of a million, and got it. The same thing 
happened with the same bust, when the dealer showed it to 
Mackay. ‘Find me a better one, ’ said Mackay, Of one of the most 
wary and haggling and penny-pinching of his clients, who in his 
dealings with Duvcen penny-pinched himself out of a great many 
millions of dollars, it has been remarked that only Duvcen could 
have inflated such caution to such abandon. ‘Oh, well,’ an inti¬ 
mate of this man has said, ‘he liked to deal with Duvcen because 
Duveen was at the top. It was like tootling around in a custom- 
built Rolls-Royce.’ Duveen’s clients preferred to pay huge sums, 
and Duveen made them happy. A dealer offered a room to Hearst 
for fifty thousand dollars; Hearst spumed it. Duveen offered it to 
him later for two hundred thousand and he bought it with grati¬ 
tude. A man called up a New York dealer one day and asked him 
if he wanted to buy a rug. The ‘rug’ turned out to be a fine 
Boucher tapestry. The dealer paid a rug price for it and then 
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offered it to Michael Dreicer, the jeweller, for fifteen thousand 
dollars. Dreicer, who had once sold a clock for sixty thousand 
dollars and was accustomed to selling necklaces for a hundred thou¬ 
sand, was suspicious of anything you could get for a mere fifteen 
thousand. ‘Get me something better,’ he said. The New York 
dealer sold the Boucher to a Paris dealer, who eventually sold it to 
Dreicer, when the latter was abroad, for seventy thousand dollars. 
After Dreicer brought it back, the first dealer pointed out to him 
that it was the same tapestry he himself had offered him for fifteen 
thousand. Dreicer was a little bewildered at the coincidence, and 
a little ashamed. ‘In Paris, you go cra7y,’he said lamely. Duveen 
gave his clients a perpetual sense of being in Paris, In his dealings 
with them, he inspired them with a feeling of release; they could 
throw their customary business practices to the four winds and 
go on a kind of jag of prodigality; and in good company; they 
could go haywire about beauty. He substituted the liberation of 
reckless spending for the austerities of hoarding. The inherited 
Puritanism of many of these men made them feel guilty about 
ordinary spending, but spending for art could be rationalized 
morally. 

The millionaires of the Duveen Era were all dressed up, but they 
really had nowhere to go. Duveen supplied a favoured few of them 
with a destination. The private lives of these sad tycoons were 
often bitter; their children and their family life disappointed 
them. The fathers had too much to give; the returns were often 
in inverse ratio to the size of the gifts. They knew that they were 
ruining their children and yet they didn’t know how to stop it. 
Their children made disastrous marriages, got killed in racing cars, 
had to pay blackmail to avoid scandal. But with the works of art 
it was different. They asked for nothing. They were rewarding. 
They shed their radiance, and it was a lovely, soothing light. You 
could take them or leave them, and when you had visitors you 
could bask in the admiration the pictures and sculptures excited, 
which was directed towards you even more subtly than towards 
them, as if you yourself had gathered them and, even, created 
them. The works of art became their children. Towards the end of 
Joseph E. Widencr’s life, before his pictures, which he had pre¬ 
sented to the National Gallery, were packed and sent off, he made 
the rounds and had a long, last look at each of them. He had 
arranged for them to have a good home and he knew that they 
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would be well cared for, but now that they were about to leave 
him, he was like a father losing his children, and he wept. 

But there was more to it than desolation at home, more than the 
privilege of expensiveness. The ambition of the Duveen million¬ 
aires to own famous works of art and to he associated in men’s 
minds with the artists became the controlling obsession of their 
lives. Frick, Mellon, and Kress practically gave up their business 
careers to devote their energies to acquiring art. What was behind 
it? What were the ultimate reasons? Expensiveness helped, the 
desolation helped, just as acquisitiveness helped, the impulse for 
conspicuous consumption helped, the social cachet helped, the 
Medici complex helped, but in their consuming avidity there was 
something more: a hint of desperation, of loneliness, of futility, 
even of fear. Was it that these men, whose material conquests 
were unlimited, felt the need, as they grew older, to ally them¬ 
selves with reputations that were solid and unassailable and, as far 
as the mind could project, eternal? The paintings in the National 
Gallery are Krcsses and Mellons and Wideners, and before that 
many of them were Duvecns, but if you trace them far enough 
back, they are Botticellis and Raphaels and Giottos and Fra Filippo 
Lippis. These old names had lasted a long time. It was reassuring. 

The Duveen millionaires had varying degrees of knowledge 
about the artists with whom they bought partnerships. One of Du- 
veen’s clients fixed his partners in his mind by chronological asso¬ 
ciation; of a painter whose dates were 1471-1^28 he said with 
satisfaction, ‘Well, then, he lived just about the time of the dis¬ 
covery of America,’ and he felt that he had doubly acquired him - 
that he could write him off. They knew more or they knew less, 
but they must have realized that, no matter how many director¬ 
ships they held, they would for ever be only the junior partners in 
their newly bought associations with these memorialized shadows. 
Perhaps they were content with the inferior position, content to 
let Raphael and Bellini and the others have the best of it. It was 
mainly the for ever that they were buying. And they had perhaps be¬ 
come uneasily aware of the fact that the reputations of their new 
partners were unambiguous in a way that their own were not, 
and perhaps they hoped that the mergers would be lustral. The 
painters might have been dissolute, but they had not been furtive; 
they mighthavebeenimpecunious, but they had managed, by follow¬ 
ing their inner vision, to achieve spiritual solvency; they might 
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have led degraded and obscure lives, but they had survived as proud 
giants. For their latter-day partners, things had begun to become 
uncomfortable. They were grilled about the machine-gunning of 
strikers; they were virulently caricatured as exploiters of the poor; 
they were asked sternly why they did not go and look at the misery 
that was grinding out their fortunes; the very possession of wealth 
was beginning to be regarded with suspicion; there had been a 
sudden shift from idolatry to bitter criticism. Their new partners 
had miraculously avoided all this; for their moral lapses the world 
had long since forgiven them. And, above all, they had got what 
they wanted; they had been themselves, they had enjoyed life, 
they had been gay. What the rich men had accumulated was slip¬ 
ping away from them. As they aged, as they felt futility and 
hostility closing in around them, they longed passionately for the 
happy company, in the even darker regions ahead, of these magical 
and secure and vivid shades. 

Everyone who saw Duveen in the last five years of his life speaks 
of his extraordinary equanimity in the face of his frightful affliction. 
Osbert Sitwell has said that it was always Duvcen’s chief concern 
that eveiyone he came in contact with should have a good time. 
Both Berenson and Kenneth Clark have said that he was one of the 
best story-tellers they ever met. All during his illness, Duveen 
kept up the amiability and the story-telling. He would never 
admit that he was more than mildly ill. Something of a gourmet, 
he would account for the fact that at this period he hardly ate 
anything by saying that the doctor had put him ‘ on a bit of a diet’. 
A chain smoker now forbidden to smoke, he worked out an in¬ 
genious device for keeping people from offering him cigarettes, 
which he would have had to refuse; he had an imitation cigarette 
made of ivory, with an imitation light at the end of it made of 
phosphorus, and kept it constantly in his hand or between his lips, 
so that he would appear to be smoking. Although he needed daily 
medical attention, he pursued his ordinary activities as if he were 
only slightly indisposed. There was one exception. In the last- 
years of his life, he was sued by the art collector and dealer Carl W. 
Hamilton, who had bought three pictures from him - a Fra 
Angelico ‘Annunciation 1 , for $5-0,000; a Fra Filippo Lippi 
‘Madonna and Child’, for $50,000; and a Piero della Francesca 
‘Crucifixion’, for $65,000, Hamilton decided to sell these pic- 
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tures. He sold the Fra Angelico to Edsel Ford for $187,000. The 
two others were then put up at auction (the first art auction, as it 
happens, to be broadcast on the radio). The Fra Filippo Lippi sold 
for $12^,000, and Duveen bought the Piero della Francesca for 
$37 f ,000, up to that time the highest price ever paid for a picture 
at an auction in America. Hamilton sued Duveen for two million 
dollars, on the ground that certain remarks Duveen made before 
the auction caused his pictures to be undervalued. Duveen hired 
John W. Davis to assist his regular counsel in his defence. As the 
pictures for which Hamilton had paid Duveen $165-, 000 had sold 
for more than half a million, Duveen’s lawyers felt that this was a 
suit he couldn’t possibly lose, yet Duveen, who throughout his life 
had had a zest for litigation, called them up from Nassau, where 
he had gone for a rest, and implored them not to go through with 
it - to settle out of court. They implored him to go ahead, for 
they were sure of their ground. But he insisted, and they had to 
yield. Duveen was indeed desperately ill. 

Unlike the death of many of his clients, Duveen’s death was, in 
characteristic fashion, beautifully timed. When Neville Chamber- 
lain returned from Munich, Duveen, believing that he actually had 
preserved peace in our time, acclaimed him as the greatest man in 
the world. Four months after Duveen’s death, his country was at 
war. The holiday was over, but Duveen had lived to the last 
minute of it. In the years that followed, the outstanding collec¬ 
tors were Hitler and Coring, who never had to pay Duveen prices. 
The American collections went underground, against air raids that 
never came. 

For Duveen to praise Chamberlain required a certain detach¬ 
ment, for the Prime Minister had caused him some of his most 
poignant grief. This resulted from Chamberlain’s decision not to 
let him continue as a trustee of the London National Gallery. 
What precipitated this decision was an offer by Duveen to sell the 
Gallery the eight Sassetta panels that had formed the hack of the 
altar of the Church of Saint Francis in Sanscpolcro, Italy, and that 
he had sold to and then bought back from Mackay. Some members 
of the board felt that Duveen should not be in the position of 
offering to the Gallery as a seller works that, representing the 
Gallery, he had to approve as a buyer. Chamberlain was persuaded 
that this was so. The dismissal hurt Duveen deeply. Then, in 
Duveen’s last year, Kress couldn’t make up his mind about a 
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considerable quantity of merchandise he had on consignment. 
Kress was going through the old routine of having everything 
photographed and asking questions. This, too, disturbed Duveen. 

On May 17, 1939, Duveen sailed for what he called home. The 
day before, Bachc called on him. Afterwards, Bache said sadly, 
‘I’m afraid we’ll never see Joe again,’ That same day, Duveen 
telephoned one of his assistants at the Ministry of Marine and ask.ed 
him to drive through Central Park with him. At Seventy-second 
Street, Duveen proposed that they get out of the car and walk, but 
after a few steps he had to sit down on a bench. He was mortally 
ill, and looked it. Nevertheless, he asked his associate to help him 
tackle a new and formidable project. The Widener Collection 
had been offered to the National Gallery in Washington, and it was 
Duveen’s understanding that the Gallery was going to reject the 
donation. The Gallery, he had heard, was prepared to accept 
Widener’s paintings and sculptures but did not want the tapestries, 
armour, and other miscellany, which it felt were outside the 
Gallery’s scope. Widener wanted his immortality intact, and 
wouldn't agree to split up his collection. Duveen proposed to 
his associate that the firm buy the entire Widener Collection. He 
would sell the paintings and the sculptures to the National Gallery 
at the price he would pay Widener for everything. The rest of the 
collection, according to his scheme, would cost him nothing; 
whatever he could sell it for would be velvet. ‘ How much do you 
think it will take to swing this?’ Duveen’s associate asked. 
‘Twenty-five million dollars,’ said Duveen calmly. He instructed 
his man to get going immediately and to send progress reports to 
him in London. He also reminded him to keep after Kress about 
the unsold pictures. 

Eight days after Duveen sailed, he died, at Claridge’s. His last 
words, addressed to his nurse, were ‘Well, 1 fooled ’em for five 
years.’ The funeral service was held in his gallery in Grafton 
Street. Duveen’s last letter, written on shipboard in bis own hand, 
arrived in New York the day after his death. It urged his associates 
to expedite the Widener deal - a deal that never was to be con¬ 
summated, for the National Gallery decided to meet Widcnef’s 
terms on the donation. Two years after Duveen died, Kress 
bought all the pictures that had been hanging fire. Duveen went 
right on selling. 




